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This  anthology,  as  its  title  suggests,  is  intended  as  a 
panion  to  the  editor's  earlier  book,** Later  Canadian  Poems.1* 
The  scope,  however,  of  this  collection  of  American  poems  is 
very  n  <T.  American  literature  divides  itself  natu- 

rally  i  »>chs,-  the  earlier  including  the  great  names 

crson,   Longfellow,    I'oe,    Holmes, 

Lowell  and  Whitman,— the  later  including  all  the  living  poets 
and  their  deceased  contemporaries.  This  anthology,  there- 
fore, embodies  a  collection  of  American  poems  written  since 
about  1860.  the  work  of  those  poets  of  the  earlier 

epoch  that  continued  to  write  after  that  date. 

The  selections  in  this  volume  are  quoted  from  the  works  of 
more  than  fifty  authors.  The  number  might  easily  have 
been  increased  to  a  hundred,  but  a  manual  such  as  this 
cannot  be  •  1  the  greatest  writers  of  verse  of 

the  present  epoch  are,  it  is  believed,  represented  here.  Of 
the  minor  poets  some  reader  >s  a  favorite  or  two, 

but  a  cogent  reason  could  be  given  for  every  omission.  The 
present  volume  is  intended  mainly  as  a  supplementary  read- 
ing-book for  Canadian  High  Schools,  and  that  design  has 
influenced  the  editor  not  only  in  his  choice  of  poems  but  also 
in  determining  the  limitation  in  the  list  of  authors. 

The  editor  has  taken  care  to  include  representations  of 
the  work  of  some  writers  of  exquisite  verse  at  present  m* 

in 


preface. 

widely  known  in  ihis  country.     Mf.  Sladen  •  \haus- 

tivc  anthology  of  "  American  Poets"  published  in  1891  (to 
which  the  present  editor  is  much  indebted)  does  not  0 
the  names  of  John  15.  Tabb,  Robert  Underwood  Johnson, 
•••  W.  Reese,  Gertrude  Hall,  Harriet  Monroe,  Bessie 
Chandler,  Stuart  Sterne,  Elizabeth  Akers,  Kmily  Die  kcnson, 
Kmily  Hutchinson,  and  others  included  here,  who  have  done 
remarkable  work,  or  whose  poems  for  the  first  time  have 
been  offered  to  the  public,  in  very  recent  yc 

In  making  his  selections  the  editor  has  attempt-  ,|  to  <JIH.U 
poems  that  adequately  display  the  distinctive  charact< 
of  each  author.  From  the  poems  themselves,  accordingly, 
the  reader  must  get  his  estimate  of  the  salient  qualities  and 
excellencies  of  each  writers  verse.  In  the  case  of  living 
authors,  indeed,  it  might  be  invidious  to  undertake  a  com- 
parison of  status  or  even  of  st> le. 

The  portraits  in  the  book  are  from  photographs  furnished 
by  the  authors  themselves.  To  Mrs.  Lanier 's  kindness  is 
due  the  appearance  in  the  volume  of  the  picture  - 

•cd  husband,  Sidney  Lanier,  the  greatest  poet  of  the 
South.  For  obvious  reasons  only  a  few  illustrations  could 
appear,  and  the  difficulty  of  making  a  selection  was  increased 
by  the  fact  that  several  of  the  authors  preferred  to  be  repre- 
sented by  their  poems  alone. 

Grateful  acknowledgments  are  due  to  the  poets  repre- 
sented in  this  book  for  the  kind  aid  they  have  given  the 
editor  in  getting  the  poems  together,  and  for  their  generous 
permission  to  publish. 
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(Bom  at  Haitforx 
critical 


1  land  of  Lincoln. 

Look  on  this  cast,  and  know  the  hand 
That  bore  a  nation  in  its  hold  ; 

From  this  mute  witness  understand 
What  Lincoln  was,— how  large  of  mould 

The  man  who  sped  the  woodman's  team. 
And  deepest  sunk  the  plowman's  share. 

And  pushed  the  laden  raft  astream, 
Of  fate  before  him  unaware. 

i 
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later  Smcrican  poems. 

This  was  the  hand  that  knew  to  swing 
The  axe — since  thus  would  Freedom  tram 

Her  son— and  made  the  forest  ring, 
And  drove  the  wedge,  and  toiled  amain. 

Firm  hand,  that  loftier  office  took, 
A  conscious  leader's  will  obeyed, 

And,  when  men  sought  his  word  and  look, 
With  steadfast  might  the  gathering  swayed. 

No  courtier's,  toying  with  a  sword, 
Nor  minstrel's,  laid  across  a  lute  ; 

A  chiefs,  uplifted  to  the  Lord 
When  all  the  kings  of  earth  were  mute  1 

The  hand  of  Anak,  sinewed  strong, 
The  fingers  that  on  greatness  clutch, 

Yet,  lo  !  the  marks  their  lines  along 
Of  one  who  strove  and  suffered  much, 

For  here  in  knotted  cord  and  vein 
I  trace  the  varying  chart  of  years; 

I  know  the  troubled  heart,  the  strain, 
The  weight  of  Atlas— and  the  tears. 
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CUuciivJC 


Again  I  see  the  patient  brow 

That  palm  erewhile  was  wool  to  press 
And  now  'tii  furrowed  deep,  and  now 

Made  smooth  with  hope  and 


For  something  of  a  formless  grace 

.s  moulded  outline  plays  about  . 

•Ume,  beyond  our  trace. 
Breathes  like  a  spirit,  in  and  out,— 

The  love  that  cast  an  aureole 

Round  one  who,  longer  to  endure. 

Called  mirth  to  ease  his  ceaseless  dole, 
Yet  kept  his  nobler  purpose  sure. 

La,  as  I  gaze,  the  sutured  man, 
Built  up  from  yon  large  hand,  appears  : 

A  type  that  Nature  wills  to  plan 
Hut  once  in  all  a  people's  years. 

What  better  than  this  voiceless  cast 

To  tell  of  such  a  one  as  he. 
Since  through  its  living  semblance  passed 

The  thought  that  bade  a  race  be  free  1 
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Creole  Lover's  Song. 

Night  wind,  whispering  wind, 

\\indoftheCaribSea! 
The  palms  and  the  still  lagoon 
Long  for  thy  coming  soon  ; 
But  first  my  lady  find  : 
Hasten,  nor  look  behind— 

To-night  Love's  herald  be  1 

The  feathery  bamboo  moves, 
The  dewy  plantains  weep  ; 
From  the  jasmine-thicket  bear 
The  scents  that  are  swooning  there, 
And  steal  from  the  orange  groves 
The  breath  of  a  thousand  loves, 
To  bear  to  her  ere  she  sleep. 

And  the  lone  bird's  tender  song, 

That  rings  from  the  ceiba  tree  ; 
The  fire-fly's  light,  and  the  glow 
Of  the  moon-lit  waters  low, — 
All  things  tint  to  ni^ht  belong, 
And  can  do  my  love  no  wrong, 
Bear  her  this  hour  for  me. 
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Clarence  SteMium 

Speed  thec,  wind  of  the  deep. 
For  the  cyclone  comes  in  wi 
Thr  . rests  moa 

Thou  hast  but  an  hour  thine  own—- 
An hour  thy  tryst  to  keep, 

>uunds  of  tempest  leap 
And  follow  upon  thy  path  ' 

try  a  space) 

waits  for  thee  in  the  night  . 
She  leans  from  the  casement  there, 

tar-blooms  in  her  hair, 
And  a  shadow  falls  like  lace 
From  the  fern-tree  over  her  face, 
And  over  her  mantle  white. 

Spirit  of  air  and  fire, 

To-night  my  herald  be ! 
Tell  her  I  love  her 
And  all  f  hee,  tell. 

And  fold  her  e  her 

With  the  strength  of  my 
i  of  the  Carib  Sea  ! 


later  Smcncan  poems. 


The  Doorstep. 

The  conference-meeting  through  at 
We  boys  around  the  vestry  waited 

To  see  the  girls  come  tripping  past, 
Like  snow-birds  willing  to  be  mated. 

Not  braver  he  that  leaps  the  wall 

By  level  musket-flashes  litten, 
Than  I,  who  stepped  before  them  all, 

Who  longed  to  see  me  get  the  mitten. 

But  no,  she  blushed  and  took  my  arm  ! 

We  let  the  old  folks  have  the  highway, 
And  started  towards  the  Maple  Farm 

Along  a  kind  of  lovers'  by-way. 

I  can't  remember  what  we  said, 
'Twas  nothing  worth  a  song  or  story, 

Yet  that  rude  path  by  which  we  sped 
Seemed  all  transformed  and  in  a  glory. 

The  snow  was  crisp  beneath  our  feet, 
The  moon  was  full,  the  fields  were  gleaming  ; 

By  hood  and  tippet  sheltered  sweet 

Her  face  with  youth  and  health  was  beaming. 
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EC*mtm&  CUrcncc  Sfcfcnun. 

Fhc  little  hand  outside  her  muff— 
O  &«  you  could  but  moul* 

So  lightly  touched  my  jacket -cuff, 
To  keep  it  warm  1  had  to  hold  it. 

To  have  her  with  me  there  alone,— 
Twa*  love  and  fear  and  triumph  blended  ; 

At  last  we  reached  the  foot-worn  stone 
Where  that  delicious  journey  ended. 

The  old  folks,  too,  were  almost  not 
Her  dimpled  hand  the  latches  fingered, 

We  heard  the  voices  nearer  come, 
Yet  on  the  doorstep  still  we 


She  shook  her  ringlets  from  her  hood, 

And  with  a  M  Thank  you,  Ned/'  dissembled. 
But  yet  I  knew  she  understood 

h  what  a  daring  wish  I  trembled. 

A  cloud  passed  kindly  overhead, 
The  moon  was  slyly  peeping  through  it, 

Yet  hid  its  face,  as  if  it  said, 
M  Come,  now  or  never !  do  it  1  do 

My  lips  till  then  had  only  known 

The  kiss  of  mother  and  of  sister, 
But  somehow,  full  upon  her  own 

Sweet,  rosy,  darling  mouth— I  kissed  her ! 
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later  Bmcrtcan  pocme. 

Perhaps  'twas  boyish  love,  yet  still, 
O  listless  woman  !  weary  lover  ! 

To  feel  once  more  that  fresh,  wild  thrill, 
I'd  give — But  who  can  live  youth  over  ? 


Fuit    Ilium. 

One  by  one  they  died, — 
Last  of  all  their  race  ; 
Nothing  left  but  pride, 

Lace,  and  buckled  hose. 
Their  quietus  made, 

On  their  dwelling-place 
Ruthless  hands  are  laid  : 

Down  the  old  house  goes  ! 

See  the  ancient  manse 
Meet  its  fate  at  last ! 
Time,  in  his  advance, 

Age  nor  honor  knows ; 
Axe  and  broadaxe  fall, 

Lopping  off  the  Past : 
Hit  with  bar  and  maul, 

Down  the  old  house  goes  ! 
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Sc\ri)M«'tr    \r.ir       i" 

Ye*,  t  it  well 

Though  they  built  of  wood, 

When  that  house  arose. 
ts  cross-beams  square 
Oak  and  walnut  f< 
c  worse  for  wear, 
Down  the  old  house  goes  I 

ling  board  and  plank. 
Men  with  crowbars  ply, 

deadly  blows. 
From  the  gabled  roof 

How  the  shingles  fly ! 
Keep  you  here  aloof;— 

Down  the  old  house  goes  I 

Holding  still  its  place, 

There  the  chimney  stands. 
Staunch  from  top  to  base, 

Frowning  on  its  foes. 
Heave  apart  the  stones, 
Hurst  its  iron  bands ! 
How  it  shakes  and  groans  I 

Down  the  old  house  goes  I 
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later  Bnicncnn  pocma. 

Round  the  mantel-piece 

•en  Scripture  tiles  ; 
Henceforth  they  shall  cease 

I'. tinting  Kj-ypt's  woes, 
Painting  David's  fight, 

ir  Bathsheba's  smiles, 
Blinded  Samson's  mi^ht,  — 
Down  the  old  house  goes  1 

On  these  oaken  floors 

High-shoed  ladies  trod  ; 
Through  those  panelled  doors 
Trailed  their  furbelows : 
Long  their  day  has  ceased  ; 

Now,  beneath  the  sod, 
With  the  worms  they  feast, — 

Down  the  old  house  goes  ! 

Many  a  bride  has  stood 

In  yon  spacious  room  ; 
Here  her  hand  was  wooed 

Underneath  the  rose  ; 
O'er  that  sill  the  dead 

Reached  the  family  tomb  : 
All,  that  were,  have  fled,— 

Down  the  old  house  goes  ! 
10 


Clarence 

Once,  in  yonder  hall, 

Washington,  they  say, 
Led  the  New- Year's  ball, 
.st..tr:.,--t  sj  bwn 
O  that  minuet, 

Maids  and  matrons  ga 
Arc  there  such  tights  yet  ? 

Down  the  old  house  goes  ! 

;sh  troopers  came 
Ere  another  year, 
With  :h.r  coats  aflame, 

ing  on  their  toes; 
Daughters  of  the  house 

Gave  them  haughty  cheer. 
Laughed  to  scorn  their  vows,— 
Down  the  old  house  goes ! 

Doorway  high  the  box 

In  the  grass-plot  spreads ; 
It  has  borne  its  locks 

Through  a  thousand  snows 
In  an  evil  day, 

From  those  garden-beds 
Now  'tis  hacked  away,— 

Down  the  old  house  goes ! 
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later  Bmcncan  poem*. 

Lo  \  the  sycamores, 

«1  .ui<l  scrawny  mates, 
At  the  mansion  doors 

Shiver,  full  of  woes  ; 
With  its  life  they  grew, 

Guarded  well  its  gates  ; 
Now  their  task  is  through,— 

Down  the  old  house  goes  t 

On  this  honored  site 

Modern  trade  will  build,— 
What  unseemly  fright 

Heaven  only  knows  ! 
Something  peaked  and  high, 

Smacking  of  the  guild  : 
Let  us  heave  a  sigh, — 

Down  the  old  house  goes  ! 


12 


The  Discoverer. 


I  have  a  little 

*c  earthly  summers  are  but  three, 
And  yet  a  voyager  it  he 
Greater  than  Drake  or  Frobuher. 
Than  all  their  peers  togeth< 
He  is  a  brave  discover 
And,  far  beyond  the  tether 
Of  them  who  seek  the  frozen  pole, 
Has  sailed  where  the  noiseless  surges  roll. 

he  has  travelled  whither 
A  winged  pilot  steered  his  bark 
Through  the  portals  of  the  dark, 
Past  hoary  M  four's  well  and  tree, 
Across  the  unknown  sea. 

Suddenly,  in  hi*  fair  \oung  hour, 
Came  one  who  bore  a  flower, 
And  laid  it  in  his  dimpled  hand 

h  this  comman 
44  Henceforth  thou  art  a  rov. 
Thou  must  make  a  voyage  far, 
Sail  beneath  the  evening  star, 


Bmcricjin  poem*. 

And  a  wondrous  land  discover." 
—With  his  sweet  smile  innocent 
Our  little  kinsman  went. 

Since  that  time  no  word 

From  the  absent  has  been  heard. 

Who  can  tell 

How  he  fares,  or  answer  well 
What  the  little  one  has  found 
Since  he  left  us,  outward  bound  ? 
Would  that  he  might  return  ! 
Then  should  we  learn 
From  the  pricking  of  his  chart 
How  the  skyey  roadways  part. 
Hush  !  docs  not  the  baby  this  way  bring, 
To  lay  beside  this  severed  curl, 

Some  starry  offering 
Of  chrysolite  or  pearl  ? 

Ah,  no  !  not  so  ! 
We  may  follow  on  his  track, 

But  he  comes  not  back. 

And  yet  I  dare  aver 
He  is  a  brave  discoverer 
Of  climes  his  elders  do  not  know. 
He  has  more  learning  than  appears 
'4 


CMnunO  CUrcncc  Sternum. 

On  the  scroll  of  twice  three  thousand  yean, 
More  than  in  the  groves  U  taught, 
•>m  furthest  Indies  brought  ; 
knows,  |H  -s  (are, — 

What  shapes  the  angels  wear, 
What  is  their  guise  and  speech 
In  those  lands  beyond  our  reach, — 

And  his  eyes  behold 
Things  that  shall  never,  never  be  to  mortal  hearer 


;iohn  3.imc*  lpi.it  t. 


[Born  at  Milton,  Indiana.  I  journalist.     For  the 

tteen  yean  (t88a-iSo  ...  I.. 

.1:.  t  :  y   iNoaJ  wiMfCBMBI  imri  '  •    :  ••   li  l»ci  ,  Hooghton,  \'  ••'•  •. 


Apart 

At  sea  are  tossing  ships  ; 

On  shore  are  dreaming  she! 
And  ti  MJT  lips, 

Blossoms  and  bridal  bells. 

At  sea  are  sails  a-gleam  ; 

On  shore  are  l«>n-m^  eyes. 
And  •  -  haunting  dream 

Of  ships  th.it  sail  the  skies. 

At  MM  .u«-  mam  -t..it  rise 
spectres  from  ihc  *i 

On  shore  are  the  ghosts  <  •'  K'  cries 

That  cross  t!  p. 


later  BmcrtCAii  £ocmd. 

At  sea  are  wrecks  a-strand  , 
On  shore  arc  slu-lls  that  m«- 

Old  anchors  but  ltd  in  !•. 
Sea-mist  and  dreams  alone. 


Thr  Buried  Ring. 

Across  the  door-step,  worn  and  old, 
The  new  bride,  joyous,  pass'd  to-day 

The  grey  rooms  showed  an  artful  g«ld, 
All  words  were  light,  all  faces  gay. 

Ah,  many  years  have  lived  and  died 
Since  she,  the  other  vanish 'd  one, 

Into  that  door,  a  timid  bride, 
Bore  from  the  outer  world  the  sun. 

O  lily,  with  the  rose's  gl< 

O  rose  i'  the  lily's  garment  clad  !— 
The  rooms  were  golden  long  ago, 

All  words  were  blithe,  all  faces  glad. 
18 
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She  wore  upon  her  hand  (he 

Whose  frail  ami  huin.in  bond  it  gone— 
A  coffin  keeps  the  jealous  thing 

Radiant  in  v 

For  she,  (beloved,  who  loved  so  well,) 
In  the  U>t  tremors  of  h« 
er'd  of  bands  impo 
he  would  not  give  her  ring  to  Dea 

I'.ut  he,  who  holds  a  newer  face 
Close  to  his  breast  with  eager  glow, 

Has  he  forgotten  her  embrace, 
The  first  shy  maiden's,  long  ago  ? 

Lo,  in  a  ghostly  dr.  in, 

A  vision,  over  him  she  stands, 
Her  mortal  face  in  heavcnlicr  '. 

•  \  speechless  blame  but  blessing  hands  ! 

And,  smiling  mortal  sorrow's  pain 
Into  immortal  peace  more  deep, 

.;ives  him  back  her  rinj;  again  — 
The  new  bride  kisses  him  from  sleep  ! 


"9 


lUilliain  lUintci. 


I  he  poenw  »cicci. 

the  author  ami  hb  pab- 
lUwn,  Mac-mill, 


MX  Queen. 

He  loves  not  well  whose  love  is  bold  : 
1  would  not  have  thee  cnmr  «K>  i. 

The  sun's  gold  would  not  seem  pun 
Unless  the  sun  w< 

To  take  him  thence  and  chain  him  near 
beauty  disappear. 

.to,— do  thou  keep  t 
And  shine  upon  m«   from  .r 
So  shall  I  bask  in  hjn  <l 

-  4  own  guiding  star  ; 
So  shall  thy  eminence  IK-  lu^h. 


later  Bmcrtcan  poem*. 

But  all  my  life  will  reach  its  hands 
Of  lofty  longing  toward  thy  face, 
And  be  as  one  who  speechless  stands 

ome  perfect  grace ! 
My  love,  my  hope,  my  all  will  be 
To  look  to  heaven  and  look  at  thee  ! 

Thy  eyes  will  be  the  heavenly  lights  ; 

Thy  voice  the  gentle  summer  breeze, 
What  time  it  sways,  on  moonlit  nights, 

The  murmuring  tops  of  leafy  trees  ; 
And  I  will  touch  thy  beauteous  form 
In  June's  red  roses,  rich  and  warm. 

But  thou  thyself  shall  come  not  down 
From  that  pure  region  far  above  ; 

But  keep  thy  throne  and  wear  thy  crown, 
Queen  of  my  heart  and  queen  of  love  ! 

A  monarch  in  thy  realm  complete, 

And  I  a  monarch — at  thy  feet  ! 


Sweet  Bells  of  Stratford. 

Sweet  bells  of  Stratford,  tolling  slow, 
In  summer  gloaming's  golden  glow, 
I  hear  and  feel  thy  voice  divine, 
And  all  my  soul  responds  to  thine. 
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At  now  1  hear  thee,  even  to 
My  Shakespeare  heard  thce  long  ago, 
When  lone  by  Avon's  pensive  stream 
He  wandered  in  his  haunted  dream. 

Heard  thce,  and  far  his  fancy  sped 
Through  spectral  cavern*  of  the  dead, 
And  sought — and  sought  in  vain — to  pierce 
The  secret  of  the  universe. 

As  now  thou  mournest  didst  thou  mourn 
On  that  sad  day  when  he  was  borne 
Through  the  long  aisle  of  honeyed  limes 
To  rest  beneath  the  chambered  chimes. 

He  heard  thee  not,  nor  cared  to  hear  ! 
Another  VCMCC  was  in  his  ear, 
And,  freed  from  all  the  bonds  of  men, 
He  knew  the  awful  secret  then. 

Sweet  bells  of  Stratford,  toll,  and  be 
A  golden  promise  unto  me 
Of  that  great  hour  when  I  shall  know 
The  path  whereon  his  footsteps  ^ 


THOMAS    BAILEY    ALDRICH. 


Civmaa  Baikv 


fRont  at  Portsmouth,  N  !!.,  1816.     Poet,  novelist,  MM! 

1881-1890 

wetCM-Ir,lol  ».-   •>        ,,'•    ..,;-.      v    Mr.     \  !,.    a-,,   Ml 
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In  \\'<  suniiistcr  Abbey. 

Tread  softly  I. <  .icredest  of  tombs 

Are  those  .  and  queent 

Are  facile  accidents  of  Tune  and  Chance  ; 

Chance  sets  them  on  the  hey  climb  not  there  ! 

Hut  :  i  the  ilarklin^'  mass  of  : 

Is  on  the  winjj  of  heavenly  thought  uplxwv 

iceless,  God  anoint 
tmc  shall  be  a  star,  his  grave  a  shrine. 

Tread  softly  here,  in  silent  reverence  tread. 
Beneath  those  marble  cenotaphs  and  urns 
Lies  :  .turc  hid 

the  mountain's  ad.uu.mimr  heart, 
Or  slyly  wrapt  in  unsuspecting  sand. 

ross  men  toil  for  often  stains  the  soul 
How  vain  and  all  ignoble  seems  the  greed 
l         n  who  stands  in  th. 

c  most  sacred  ashes  at  his  ft 


later  Bincncan  poems. 

This  dust  was  Chaucer,  Spenser,  Drydcn  this  . 
The  spark  that  once  illumed  it  lingers  still. 

O,  ever  i  ,rth  ! 

If  the  unleashed  and  happy  spirit  of  nun 

1  l.ue  option  to  revisit  our  dull  globe, 

What  august  shades  at  midnight  here  convene 

In  the  miraculous  sessions  of  the  m 

When  the  great  pulse  of  London  faintly  throbs, 

And  one  by  one  the  stars  in  heaven  pale  ! 


Andromeda. 

The  smooth-worn  coin  and  threadbare  classic  phrase 
<  >f  (irccian  myths  that  did  beguile  my  youth, 
Beguile  me  not  as  in  the  olden  days  : 
I  think  more  grief  and  beauty  dwell  with  truth. 
Andromeda,  in  fetters  by  the  sea, 
Star-pale  with  anguish  till  young  Perseus  cai 
Less  moves  me  with  her  suffering  than  she, 
The  slim  girl  figure  fettered  to  dark  sh.t 
That  nightly  haunts  the  park,  there,  like  a  shade, 
Trailing  her  wretch  in  street  to  sti< 

See  where  she  passes— neither  wife  nor  maid. 
How  all  mere  fiction  crumbles  at  her  feet ! 
Here  is  woe's  self,  and  not  the  mask  of  woe  : 
A  legend's  shadow  shall  not  move  you  so  ! 
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Cbonuw  jfciilci?  Bltricb. 
Out w.tnl  Bound. 

I  leave  behind  me  the  elm-shadowed  square 
And  carven  portals  <  nt  street. 

And  wander  on  with  listless,  vagrant  feet 
Through  seaward-leading  alleys,  till  the 
Smells  of  the  sea,  and  straightway  then  the  care 
my  heart,  and  life  once  more  is  sweet. 
At  the  lane's  ending  lie  the  \\  :•  cd  fleet. 

O  restless  Fancy,  whither  wouldst  thou  fare? 
Here  are  brave  pinions  that  shall  take  thee  far- 
Gaunt  hulks  of  Norway  ;  ships  of  red  Ceylon  ; 
slim  masted  lovers  of  the  blue  Azores  I 
*Tis  I  'nit  hence  to  Zanzibar, 

Or  to  the  regions  of  the  midnight  sun  : 
Ionian  isles  are  thine,  and  all  the  fairy  shores  ! 


[dentil 

Sorm  •  i  desolate  wind-swept  space — 

In  Twilight-land— in  No-man's  land- 
Two  hurrying  Shapes  met  face  to  face, 

"  And  who  are  \  <i  one,  agape. 

Shuddering  in  the  gloaming  I«K"'- 

iow  not,*  said  the  S-  ipe, 

"I  ..nlv  died  last  night 


Xatcr  Bnicrican  fcocma. 


On  an  Intaglio  Head  of  Minerva. 

Beneath  tin  warrior's  helm,  behold 
The  flowing  tresses  of  the  woman  ! 

Minerva,  Pallas,  what  you  will — 
A  winsome  creature,  Greek  or  Roman. 

Minerva  ?    No  !    't  is  some  sly  minx 
In  cousin's  helmet  masquerading  ; 

If  not — then  Wisdom  was  a  dame 
For  sonnets  and  for  serenading  ! 

I  thought  the  goddess  cold,  austere, 
Not  made  for  love's  despairs  and  blisses  : 

Did  Pallas  wear  her  hair  like  that  ? 
Was  Wisdom's  mouth  so  shaped  for  kisses? 

The  Nightingale  should  be  her  bird, 
And  not  the  ( )wl,  bi^-eyed  and  solemn  : 

How  very  fresh  she  looks,  and  yet 
She's  older  far  than  Trajan's  Column  ! 

The  magic  hand  that  carved  this  face, 
And  set  this  vine-work  round  it  running, 

Perhaps  ere  mighty  Phidias  wrought 
Had  lost  its  subtle  skill  and  cunning. 
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Cbonuu  JSatk? 

Who  was  he?  Wat  be  glad  or  sad, 
Who  knew  to  carve  in  such  a  fashion  ? 

Perchance  he  grave  t>  head 

For  some  brown  girl  that  scorned  his  passirm 

Perchance,  in  some  still  garden- place, 

fount  nor  tree  to-day  is 
He  flung  the  jewel  at  the  feet 
Of  Phrync,  or  perhaps  't  was  Lais. 

Hut  he  is  dust ;  we  may  not  know 

His  happy  or  unha; 
Nameless,  and  dead  these  centuries. 

His  work  outlives  him— there's  his  gl-> 

Both  man  and  jewel  lay  in  earth 

Beneath  a  lava-buried  « 
The  countless  summers  came  and  went 

With  neither  haste,  nor  hate,  nor  pity. 

Years  blotted  out  the  man,  but  left 
The  jewel  fresh  as  any  blossom. 

»mc  Viscomi  <luK'  it  up— 
To  rise  and  fall  on  Mabel's  bosom  1 

O  nameless  brother  !  see  how  Time 
Your  gracious  handiwork  has  guarded  : 


later  Bmcrtcan  pocnuv 

See  how  your  loving,  patient  ait 
Has  come,  at  last,  to  IK?  rewarded. 

Who  would  not  suffer  slights  of  men, 
And  pangs  of  hopeless  passion  also, 

To  have  his  carven  agate-stone 
On  such  a  bosom  rise  and  fall  so ! 


IClilliam  Bean  t>o\vclla. 


1*37.     Poet  and 

of  (he  v  1871.1881.     The  poem*  selected  a*e 

quoted  with  the  pernbrion  of  the  author  am)  by  »fxrctal  > 


nksgiving. 


Lord,  for  the  erring  thought 
Noi  into  r\il  wrought 
Lord,  for  (he  uickcil  will 
Betrayed  and  baffled  still  : 
For  the  heart  I  :  kept. 

Our  thanksgiving  accept. 

n. 

For  ignorant  hopes  that  were 
Broken  to  our  blind  pra\ 
For  pain,  death,  sorrow,  sent 
Unto  our  chastiscnx 
For  all  loss  of  seeming  good, 
Quicken  our  gratitude. 
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later  Bmcrican  poems. 
A  Springtime. 

<  >ne  knows  the  spring  is  coming  : 

There  arc  birds  ;  the  fields  are  green  ; 

There  ii>  halm  in  the  sunlight  and  moonlight, 
And  dew  in  the  twilights  between. 

But  ever  there  is  a  silence, 

A  rapture  great  and  dumb, 
That  day  when  the  doubt  is  ended, 

And  at  last  the  spring  is  come. 

Behold  the  wonder,  O  silence  f 
Strange  as  if  wrought  in  a  night, — 

The  waited  and  lingering  glory, 
The  world-old,  fresh  delight ! 

O  blossoms  that  hang  like  winter, 

Drifted  upon  the  trees, 
O  birds  that  sing  in  the  blossoms, 

O  blossom-haunting  bees, — 

O  green,  green  leaves  on  the  branches, 

O  shadowy  dark  below, 
O  cool  of  the  aisles  of  orchards, 

Woods  that  the  wild  flowers  know,— 


Vftfflum  9c«n  tbowclU. 

O  air  of  gold  and  perfume, 

d,  breathing  tweet  and  tun, 
O  tky  of  perfect  azure — 
Day,  Heaven  and  Earth  in  one  1 — 

Let  me  draw  near  thy  secret, 
And  i»  thy  deep  heart  tee 

How  fared,  in  doubt  and  dreaming, 
The  spring  that  is  come  in  me. 

For  my  soul  is  held  in  silence, 
A  rapture,  great  and  dumb, 

For  the  mystery  that  lingered, 
The  glory  that  it  come  1 


Dead. 

i. 

Something  lies  in  the  room 

Over  against  my  own  ; 
The  windows  are  lit  with  a  ghastly  bloom 

Of  candles,  burning  alone,— 
I* nt rimmed,  and  all  aflare 
In  the  ghastly  silence 
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it. 
People  go  by  the  door, 

.«•,  holding  their  breath, 
And  hush  the  talk  that  they  held  1>< 

•  they  should  waken  Death, 
That  is  awake  all  ni^ht 
There  in  the  candle! 

in. 
The  cat  upon  the  stairs 

Watches  with  flamy  eye 
For  the  sleepy  one  who  shall  una\s 

Let  her  go  stealing  by. 
She  softly,  softly  purrs, 
And  claws  at  the  banish 

IV. 

The  bird  from  out  its  dream 

Breaks  with  a  sudden  song, 
That  stabs  the  sense  like  a  sudden  scream 

The  hound  the  whole  night  long 
Howls  to  the  moonless  sky, 
So  far,  and  starry,  and  high. 
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UliUuin  Dc/in  lx»wclU>. 
A  Poet 

From  welb  where  Truth  in  tccret  la> 
He  taw  thr  -  -,  by  day. 

"Omarvellou  .my  cried, 

•*  O  cnicl  >.  8  replied 

.  and  hixl>, 
Thai  glimiiicied  in  the  noonday  ^ 

He  yearned  toward  the  sun  in  vain, 
That  wanned  the  lives  of  other  men. 


The  Song  the  Oriole  Sings. 

There  is  a  bird  that  comes  and  sings 
In  the  Professor's  garden-trees  ; 

Upon  the  1  k  he  swings, 

And  tilts  and  tosses  in  the  breeze. 

I  know  his  name,  I  know  his  note, 
That  so  with  rapt  i>  soul  ; 

tfold  lK-nr.iih  hi>  throat, 
glossy  cope  is  black  as  coal 


later  Smcrtcnn  poem*. 

O  oriole,  it  is  the  song 

You  sang  me  from  the  cottonwood, 
Too  young  to  feel  that  I  was  young, 

Too  glad  to  guess  if  life  were  good. 

And  while  I  hark,  before  my  door, 
Adown  the  dusty  Concord  road, 

The  blue  Miami  flows  once  more 
As  by  the  cottonwood  it  flowed. 

And  on  the  bank  that  rises  steep, 
And  pours  a  thousand  tiny  rills, 

From  death  and  absence  laugh  and  leap 
My  school-mates  to  their  flutter-mills. 

The  blackbirds  jangle  in  the  tops 
Of  hoary-antlered  sycamores  ; 

The  timorous  killdee  starts  and  stops 
Among  the  drift-wood  on  the  shores. 

Below,  the  bridge— a  noonday  fear 
Of  dust  and  shadow  shot  with  sun — 

Stretches  its  gloom  from  pier  to  pier, 
Far  unto  alien  coasts  unknown. 

And  on  those  alien  coasts,  above, 

Where  silver  ripples  break  the  stream's 

Long  blue,  from  some  roof-sheltering  grove 
A  hidden  parrot  scolds  and  screams. 
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\Uillum  Dean  DowclU. 

Ah,  nothing,  nothing  !    Commonest  things : 
A  touch,  m  glimpse,  a  sound,  a  breath— 

r  oriole  sings— 
And  all  the  rest  belongs  to  death. 

Hut  oriole,  my  oriole, 

re  some  bright  seraph  sent  from  bliss 
i  songs  of  heaven  to  win  my  soul 
From  simple  memories  such  as  this, 

What  could  he  tell  to  tempt  my  ear 

From  you  ?    What  high  thing  could  there  be, 
So  tenderly  and  sweetly  dear 

As  my  lost  boyhood  is  to  me  ? 
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"fccnrv?  Hmcs  SMooD. 

[Born  at  Temple,   New   Hampshire.   1838.      The   poem   lieknr 
apftearol    •••  .    Magazine"  of  Auguit,    1883.     It  t 

.^UMI  of  the  autli 

The  Rock  in  the  Sea. 

They  say  that  yonder  rock  once  towered 

Upon  a  wide  and  grassy  pi. 
Lord  of  the  land,  until  the  sea 

Usurped  his  green  dom. 
Yet  now  remembering  the  fair  scene 

Where  once  he  reigneo  without  endeavor* 

••  great  rock  in  the  ocean  stands 

And  banks  with  the  waves  forever. 

How  oft,  O  rock,  r.  ihee 

Sweet  visions  of  the  ancient  calm 
All  amorous  with  birds  and  bees. 

And  odorous  with  bal 
Ah  me,  the  terrors  of  the  time 

When  the  ^i\\.\.  u  tinkled  sea  advances, 
And  winds  and  waves,  with  direful  cries 

Arouse  thee  from  thy  happy  trances  ! 
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later  Smcrfcan  £ccm*. 

To  no  soft  tryst  they  waken  thec, 

No  sunny  scene  of  perfect  rest, 
But  to  the  raging  sea's  vanguard 

Thundering  against  thy  breast : 
No  sin^inx  birds  are  round  thee,  now, 

But  the  wild  winds,  the  roaring  surges, 
And  gladly  would  they  hurl  thee  down 

And  mock  thee  in  eternal  dirges. 

But  be  it  thine  to  conquer  them  ; 

And  may  thy  firm-enduring  form 
Still  frown  upon  the  hurricane, 

Still  grandly  front  the  storm  : 
And  while  the  tall  ships  come  and  go, 

And  come  and  go  the  generations, 
May  thy  proud  presence  yet  remain 

A  wonder  unto  all  the  nations. 

Sometime,  perchance,  O  lonely  rock, 

Thou  mayest  regain  thine  ancient  seat, 
Mayest  see  once  more  the  meadow  shine, 

And  hear  the  pasture  bleat : 
But  ah,  methinks  even  then  thy  breast 

Would  stir  and  yearn  with  fond  emotion, 
To  meet  once  more  in  glorious  war 

The  roaring  cohorts  of  the  ex 
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Bmca  J9100&. 

thcc,  thou  noble  rock, 
I'lii'  •  ic  seas  oi 

\Vhctr  Providence  doth  place  my  feet 

me  stand  sul>! 
O  life,  'tis  very  iweet  to  lie 

Upon  thy  shores  without  endeavor, 
But  sweeter  far  to  breast  thy  storms 
And  battle  with  thy  waves  forever. 


[Bora  in  Norfolk.   Penn..   1839.     Died.    1886.     Father   Ryan's 

t  VHti  Chfefl)    On   hi     w.u    I-M.US.   ,,l    wl.u!,    :i,c   OM     i.ov.i    i 
the  BO*  celebrated. ) 

Conquered  Bam 

that  Manner,  for  'tis  weary  ; 
Round  its  start  'tis  drooping  drc.i 

Furl  it,  fold  it,  it  is  rx- 
For  there's  nol  a  man  to  wa\ 
And  there's  not  a  sword  to  save 
And  there's  not  one  left  to  l.i 
In  the  blood  which  heroes  gave  it  . 
And  its  foes  now  scorn  and  bravt 

Furl  it,  hide  it— let  it  rest 

Take  the  Banner  down  red  ; 

Brok  haft  and  shattered  ; 

And  the  valiant  hosts  are  scattered 
Over  whom  it  floated  h 

Oh  !  'tis  hard  for  us  to  fold  it  . 

Hard  to  think  there's  none  to  ho! 

Hard  that  those  who  once  unroll- 
Now  must  furl  it  with  .1 
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Kurl  that  Banner  !  furl  it  sadly  ! 
Once  ten  thousand  hailed  it  gladly. 
And  ten  thousand  wildly,  madly, 

Swore  it  should  for  ever  wave ; 
Swore  that  focman's  sword  should  never 
Hearts  like  theirs  entwined  dissever, 
Till  that  flag  should  float  for  ever 

O'er  their  freedom  or  their  grave  ! 

Furl  it !  for  the  hands  that  grasped  it, 
And  the  hearts  that  fondly  clasped  it, 

Cold  and  dead  are  lying  low  ; 
And  that  Banner— it  is  trailing  ! 
While  around  it  sounds  the  wailing 

Of  its  people  in  their  woe. 
For  though  conquered,  they  adore  it ! 
Love  the  cold,  dead  hands  that  bore  it ! 
Weep  for  those  who  fell  before  it ! 
Pardon  those  who  trailed  and  tore  it  1 
But,  oh  !  wildly  they  deplore  it, 

Now  who  furl  and  fold  it  so. 

Furl  that  Banner  !     True,  it's  gory, 
Yet  'tis  wreathed  around  with  glory, 
And  'twill  live  in  song  and  story, 
Though  its  folds  are  in  the  dust : 
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For  its  fame  on  brightest  pages 
ned  by  poets  and  by  sages, 

Shall  go  sounding  down  the 
Furl  its  folds  though  now  we  must. 

Furl  that  Banner,  softly,  slou 
Treat  it  gently-it  is  holy 

For  it  droops  above  the  dead. 
Touch  it  not— unfold  it  never, 
Let  it  droop  then,  furled  for  ever, 

For  its  people's  hopes  are  dead  I 
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(Bom  in  Altar.  ,59.    Poet  and  novelist.    United  States 

Consul  at  Glaieow.  1880  8  >  ved  in  England.     The 

poem*  selected  are  qoutrd  by  specfel  arrangement  wilh  Hoaghlao, 

M,trl,,,M,,..  BaMok] 

The  Angelus. 

/W<™, 


Bells  of  the  Past,  whose  long-forgotten  music 

Still  611s  the  wide  expanse, 
Tintfcinn  the  sober  twilight  of  the  Present 

With  colour  of  romance. 

I  hear  your  call,  and  see  the  sun  descending 

On  rock  and  wave  and  sand, 
As  down  the  coast  the  Mission  voices  blending 
rdle  the  heathen  land. 

in  the  circle  of  your  incantation 
No  blight  nor  mildew  Calls  ; 
Nor  fierce  unrest,  nor  lust,  nor  low  ambition 
Pastes  those  airy  walls. 

Home  on  tin-  s\\Hl  of  your  long  waves  recr< 

1  touch  the  farther  Past,  — 
I  see  the  tivmg  glow  of  Spanish  glory, 

The  sunset  dream  and  last  1 
47 


later  SmcncAM 


Before  me  rise  UK-  dome-shaped  Mission  mwcrs, 

The  white  Presidio  ; 
The  swart  commander  in  his  Ir.itlx  rn  jcikin. 

The  priest  in  stole  of  snow. 

Once  more  I  sec  Portala's  cross  uplifting 

Above  the  setting  sun  ; 
And  past  the  headland,  northward,  slowly  <:; 

The  freighted  galleon. 

O  solemn  bells  !  whose  consecrated  masses 

Recall  the  faith  of  old,— 
O  tinkling  bells!  that  lulled  with  twilight  in 

The  spiritual  fold  ! 

Your  voices  break  and  falter  in  the  dark 

Break,  falter,  and  are  still  ; 
And  veiled  and  mystic,  like  the  Host  d<- 

The  sun  sinks  from  the  hill  ! 


Dickens  in  Camp. 

Above  the  pines  the  moon  was  slowly  driftmg, 

The  river  sang  below  ; 
The  dim  Sierras,  far  beyond,  uplifting 

Their  minarets  of  snow. 
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The  roaring  dm  .:  It  nidc  humour,  painted 

The  ruddy  tints  of  health 
On  haggard  face  and  form  that  drooped  and  fainted 

In  the  fierce  race  for  wt 

Till  one  arose,  and  from  his  pack's  scant  treasure 

A  hoarded  volume  dr< 
And  cards  were  dropped  from  hands  of  listless  leisure 

To  hear  the  tale  anew  ; 

And  then,  while  round  them  shadows  gathered  faster, 

A:M  M  IDC  :.:<•::.,!,(  f,  !1. 

id  aloud  the  book  whcrcm  the  Master 
Ha.1  Little  NclL" 

Perhaps  'twas  boyish  fancy,—  for  the  reader 
Wasyounge  all,— 

.is  he  ready  from  clustering  pine  and  cedar 
A  silence  seemed  to  fall  . 

The  fir-  trees,  gathering  closer  in  the  shadows, 
Listened  in  every  spray, 

the  whole  camp  with  "  Nell"  on  English  meadows 
Wandered,  and  lost  their  way. 

And  so  in  mountain  solitudes—  overtaken 

As  by  some  spell  divine— 
Their  cares  drop  from  them  like  the  needles  shaken 

From  out  the  gusty  pine, 
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Lost  is  that  camp,  and  wasted  all  its  fire  ; 

And  he  who  wrought  that  spell  ? — 
Ah,  towering  pine  and  stately  Kentish  spire, 

Ye  have  one  tale  to  tell ! 

Lost  is  that  camp  !  but  let  its  fragrant  story 

Blend  with  the  breath  that  thrills 
With  hop-vines'  incense  all  the  pensive  glory 

That  fills  the  Kentish  hills. 

And  on  that  grave  where  English  oak  and  holly 

And  laurel  wreaths  entwine, 
Deem  it  not  all  a  too-presumptuous  folly, — 

This  spray  of  Western  pine  ! 


l\o\vlnnl>  Sill. 


[Born  at   Windier,   Conn..    1841.      Graduated  at   Yale.    1861. 
Died,  1887.    The  poem*  wlected  are  quoted  by  spec 


Opportunr 

This  I  beheld,  or  dreamed  it  in  a  dream  :— 
There  spread  a  cloud  of  dust  along  a  plain  ; 
And  underneath  the  cloud,  or  in  it,  raged 
A  furious  battle,  and  men  yelled,  and  swords 
Shocked  upon  swords  and  shields.    A  prince's  banner 
Wavered,  then  staggered  backward,  hemmed  by  foes. 
A  craven  hun^  along  the  battle's  edge, 
And  thought,  "  Had  I  a  sword  of  keener  steel — 
That  blue  blade  that  the  king's  son  bears,— but  - 
r.luni  thing  !— he  snapt  and  flung  it  from  his  hand, 
And  lowering  crept  away  and  left  the  field. 
Then  came  the  king's  son,  wounded,  sore  bestead, 
And  weaponless,  and  saw  the  broken  sword, 

buried  in  the  dry  and  trodden  sand, 
And  ran  and  snatched  it,  and  with  battle-shoal 
Lifted  afresh  he  hewed  his  enemy  down. 
And  saved  a  great  cause  that  heroic  day. 
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The  Fool's  Prayer. 

•yal  feast  was  done  ;  the  king 
Sought  some  new  sport  to  banish  care, 
And  to  his  jester  cried  :  "Sir  1 

Kneel  now,  and  make  for  us  a  prayer  1 " 

The  jester  doffed  his  cap  and  bells, 
And  stood  the  mocking  court  before  ; 

They  could  not  see  the  bitter  smile 
Behind  the  painted  grin  he  wore. 

He  bowed  his  head,  and  bent  his  knee 
Upon  the  monarch's  silken  stool ; 

His  pleading  voice  arose:  "  O  Lord, 
Be  merciful  to  me,  a  fool  1 

u  No  pity,  Lord,  could  change  the  heart 

From  red  with  wrong  to  white  as  wool—- 
The rod  must  heal  the  sin  ;  but,  Lord, 
Be  merciful  to  me,  a  f<> 

*'  'Tis  not  by  guilt  the  onward  sweep 
Of  truth  and  right,  O  Lord,  we  stay  ; 

Tis  by  our  follies  that  so  long 
We  hold  the  earth  from  heaven  a 
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M  These  clumsy  feet,  Mill  in  the  mire, 
Go  crushing  blossoms  without  end  ; 

These  hard,  well-meaning  hands  we  thrust 
Among  the  heart-strings  of  a  friend. 

ill-timetl  truth  we  might  have  kept  — 
Who  knows  how  sharp  it  pierced  and  stung  ? 
The  word  we  had  not  sense  to  say—- 
Who knows  how  grandly  it  had  rung  ? 

"  Our  faults  no  tenderness  should  ask, 
The  chastening  stripes  must  cleanse  them  all  , 

But  for  our  blunders  —  oh,  in  shame 
Before  the  eyes  of  heaven  we  till. 

"  Earth  bears  no  balsams  for  mistakes  ; 

Men  crown  the  knave,  and  scourge  the  tool 
That  did  his  will  ;  but  ihou.  O  Lord, 

Be  merciful  to  me,  a  ft> 

The  room  was  hushed  ;  in  silence  rote 
The  King,  and  sought  his  gardens  cool, 

And  walked  apart,  and  murmured  low, 
"Be  merciful  to  me,  a  fool!" 
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[Born  at  Hobbanbtoa,   Haas..   1841*    Graduated  at   llanraid. 
The  poems  MUctcrt  are  quoted  l*jr  iwrmuskM  of  the  author.] 

The   Power  of  Beui 

Thou  ncctist  not  weave  nor  spin 
Nor  bring  the  wheat-sheaves  in, 
Nor,  forth  a  field  at  morn, 
At  eve  bring  home  the  corn, 
Nor  on  a  night 

Make  blaze  the  faggots  bright. 

So  lithe  and  delicate— 
So  slender  is  thy  state, 
So  pale  and  pure  thy  face, 
So  deer-like  in  their  grace 
Thy  limbs,  that  all  do 
To  take  and  charm  the  eye. 

Thus,  toiling  where  thou'rt  not 
Is  but  the  common  lot  :— 
Three  men  mayhap  alone 
By  strength  may  move  a  stone; 
But,  toiling  near  to  thcc, 
One  man  may  work  as  three. 
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If  thou  but  bend  a  smile 
To  fill  on  him  the  while, 
Or  if  one  tender  glance, — 
i  !  shot  askance,— 

His  eyes  discover,  then 
One  man  may  work  as  ten. 

Men  commonly  but  ask 
"When  shall  I  end  my  task?" 
Hut  seeing  thee  come  in 
Tis,  "  when  may  I  begin  ?" 
Such  power  does  beauty  bring 
To  take  from  toil  its  sting. 

If  then  thou'lt  do  but  this— 
Fling  o'er  the  work  a  bliss 
From  thy  mere  presence — none 
Shall  think  thou'st  nothing  done  ; 
Thou  needst  not  weave  nor  spin 
Nor  bring  the  wheat-sheaves  in. 


tx-rbcrt  /ISor*c. 


I.  '        Star." 

No  spirit  have  I,  when  the  moon  is  full, 
To  run  to  grevt  it  on  the  rouml  earth'*  e«l. 
Nor,  when  the  spring  has  mantled  every  hedge 
h  all  the  marvel  and  the  miracle 

Of  blade,  and  leaf;  and  blossom,  white  as  wool, 
Am  I  the  first  to  cry  aloud.     All 
When  others  shout,  I  lie  upon  the  lull, 
Behold  i  i  >  on  maniple, 

The  ranks  unfold,     leaf,  blossom,  beast,  and  bird  ; 
Yet  in  my  heart  a  lus-h  priest  chants  his  praise. 
Not  less  devout  because  it  is  not  heard 

Of  men  who  pass  me  on  the  public  ways. 
1  have  no  song,— no,  not  a  single  bar, — 
But  my  soul,  sleepless,  gazes  like  a  star. 
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and   Life. 


How  to  labor  and  find  it  sweet  : 
How  to  get  the  good  red  gold 
That  vcinfcd  hides  in  the  granite  fold 

Under  our  feet  — 
The  good  red  gold  that  is  bought  and  sold, 

Raiment  (o  man,  and  house,  and  meat  ! 

And  how,  while  delving,  to  lift  the  eye 
To  the  far-off  mountains  of  amethyst, 
The  rounded  hills,  and  the  intertwist 

(  >f  waters  that  lie 
Calm  in  the  valleys,  or  that  white  mist 

Sailing  across  a  soundless  sky. 


3cvioum 


(Born  in  \Val*%h  dutrict.   I  ml  Una.   1841.     Poet  and 

ihfornia. 
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poena  selected 
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Columbus. 

Behind  him  lay  the  gray  Azores, 

Behind  the  Gates  of  Hercules  ; 
Before  him  not  the  ghost  of  shores. 

Before  him  only  shoreless  seas. 
The  good  mate  said  :  M  Now  must  we  pray, 

For,  lo  !  the  very  stars  are  gone. 
Brave  Admiral,  speak  ;  what  shall  I  say  ?" 

u  Why  say,  *  Sail  on  !  sail  on  !  and  on  !'" 

44  My  men  grow  mutinous  day  by  day ; 

:ien  grow  ghastly  wan  and  weak.* 
The  stout  mate  thought  of  home  ;  a  spray 
Of  salt  wave  washed  his  swarthy  cheek, 
"  What  shall  1  say,  brave  Admiral,  say, 

•  sight  naught  but  seas  at  dawn  ?" 
*  Why  you  shall  say  at  break  of  day, 
4  Sail  on  !  sail  on  !  sail  on  !  and  on  !'» 
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They  sailed,  and  sailed,  as  winds  might  blow, 

Until  at  last  the  blanched  mate  - 
a  Why,  now,  not  even  God  would  know 

Should  I  and  all  my  men  fall  dead. 
These  very  winds  forget  their 

For  God  from  these  dread  seas  is  gone, 
Now  speak,  brave  Admiral,  speak  and  say—  " 

He  said  :  "  Sail  on  !  sail  on  !  and  on  !" 

They  sailed.     They  sailed.     Then  spoke  the  mate 

"  This  mad  sea  shows  its  teeth  to-night ; 
He  curls  his  lip,  he  lies  in  wait, 

With  lifted  teeth,  as  if  to  bite  ! 
Brave  Admiral,  say  but  one  good  word  ; 

What  shall  we  do  when  hope  is  gone  ?" 
The  words  leapt  as  a  leaping  sword : 

"  Sail  on  1  sail  on  !  sail  on  !  and  on  1" 

Then  pale  and  worn,  he  kept  his  deck, 

And  peered  through  darkness.    Ah,  that  night 
Of  all  dark  nights  !  And  then  a  speck— 

A  light !  a  light !  a  light !  a  light  1 
It  grew,  a  starlit  flag  unfurled  1 

It  grew  to  be  Time's  burst  of  dawn, 
He  gained  a  world  ;  he  gave  that  world 

Its  grandest  lesson  :  "  On  !  and  on  1" 
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Against  the  cold,  clear  sky  m  tmoke 

Curls  like  some  column  to  its  clou 

An  axe  with  f  .  stroke. 

Rings  feebly  from  a  snowy  home. 

*  Oh,  father,  come  !    The  flame  burns  low. 

We  freeie  in  this  vast  field  of  snow." 

ir  away,  and  long,  and  vain, 
or scs  plunge  with  snow  to  breast. 

The  weary  father  drops  tin-  i 

He  rests  in  the  eternal  r< 

And  high  against  the  blue  profound 

A  dark  bird  circles  round  and  round 
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[Bom  at  Macon.  Georgia,  184*     Died  in  1881.     Poet  a»l 
Lecturer  on  llalti- 
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|8&|.     Through  the  courtesy  of  Mrv  Lanier  ami  with  the  kind  per* 
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My   Springs. 

In  the  heart  of  the  Hills  of  Life,  I  know 
Two  springs  that  with  unbroken  flow 
Forever  pour  their  lucent  streams 
ir  Lake  of  Dreams. 

Not  larger  than  two  eyes,  they  lie 
Beneath  the  many-changing  sky 
And  mirror  all  of  life  .mil  time, 
— Serene  and  dainty  pantomime. 

Shot  throu-h  with  lights  of  stars  and  dawns. 
And  shadowed  sweet  by  ferns  and  fawns, 

— Th' 
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Always  when  the  large  Fonn  of  Love 
Is  hid  by  storms  that  rage  above, 
I  gaze  in  my  two  springs  and  see 
Love  in  his  very  verity. 

Always  when  Faith  with  stifling  stress 
Of  grief  hath  died  in  bitterness, 
I  gaze  in  my  two  springs  and  see 
A  Faith  that  smiles  immortally. 

Always  when  Charity  and  Hope 
In  darkness  bounden,  feebly  grope, 
I  gaze  in  my  two  springs  and  see 
A  Light  that  sets  my  captives  free. 

Always,  when  Art  on  perverse  wing 
Flies  where  I  cannot  hear  him  sing, 
I  gaze  in  my  two  springs  and  see 
A  charm  that  brings  him  back  to  me. 

When  Labor  faints,  and  Glory  fails, 
And  coy  Reward  in  sighs  exhales, 
I  gaze  in  my  two  springs  and  see 
Attainment  full  and  heavenly. 

O  Love,  O  Wife,  thine  eyes  are  they, 

— My  springs  from  out  whose  shining  gray 

Issue  the  sweet  celestial  streams 

That  feed  my  life's  bright  Lake  of  Dreams. 
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Oval  and  large  and  passion-pure 
And  gray  and  wise  and  honor-sure  , 
Soft  as  a  dying  violet-breath 
Yet  calmly  unafraid  of  death  ; 

Thronged,  like  two  dove-cotes  of  gray  doves, 
With  wife's  and  mother's  and  poor-folk's  loves. 
And  home-loves  and  high  glory -love* 
And  science-loves  and  story-loves, 

And  loves  for  all  that  God  and  man 
In  art  and  nature  make  or  plan, 
And  lady-loves  for  spidery  lace 
And  broideries  and  supple  grace 

And  diamonds  and  the  whole  sweet  round 
Of  littles  that  Urge  life  compound, 
And  loves  for  God  and  God's  bare  truth, 
And  loves  for  Magdalen  and  Ruth, 

Dear  eyes,  dear  eyes  and  rare  complete — 
Being  heavenly-sweet  and  earthly-sweet* 
— I  marvel  that  God  made  you  mine, 
For  when  He  frowns,  'tis  then  ye  shine  ! 
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Song  of  the  Cbattahoochee. 

Out  of  the  hills  of  Habcrsham, 

vn  the  valleys  of  Hall, 
I  hurry  amain  to  reach  the  plain, 
Run  the  rapid  and  leap  the  fall, 
Split  at  the  rock  and  together  again, 
Accept  my  bed,  or  narrow  or  wide, 
And  flee  from  folly  on  every  side 
With  a  lover's  pain  to  attain  the  plain 
Far  from  the  hills  of  Habersham, 
Fur  from  the  valleys  of  Hall. 

All  down  the  hills  of  Habersham, 
All  through  the  valleys  of  Hall, 
The  rushes  cried  Abide,  abide, 
The  willful  watcrwecds  held  me  thrall, 
The  laving  laurel  turned  my  tide, 
The  ferns  and  the  fondling  grass  said  Stay 
The  dewberry  dipped  for  to  work  delay, 
And  the  little  reeds  sighed  Abide,  abide, 
Here  in  the  hills  of  Habersham, 
//<><•  in  the  rw/A-r.v  of  Hall. 
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ihr  h.lls,  •  liam, 

I. ill, 
The  hickot 

'.lies  of  shatie,  the  \ 

self  to  hold, 
The  chestnut,  the  oak,  the  walnut,  • 

Vaninn.  with  i: 
Said,  /</,  tfifsc 

Dttf  tht  kills,  >.im, 

TJustgiatits  in  tkt  valleys  of  flail. 

And  oft  in  the  hills  of  Habcrsham, 

And  oft  in  the  valleys  of  Hall, 

i  shone,  and  the  smooth  brook-stone 
Dul  liar  me  of  passage  with  friendly  brawl, 
And  many  a  luminous  j« 
— Crystals  clear  or  a  cloud  with  i. 
Ruby,  garnet  ami  a 
Made  lures  with  the  lights  of  streaming  stone 

In  the  clefts  of  tlu-  hills  of  Habersham, 

In  the  beds  of  the  valleys  of  Hall. 

oh,  not  the  hills  of  Habersham. 
And  oh,  not  the  valleys  of  Hall 

•.lie  plain, 
.\\anl  the  \oires  «»t  ! 
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Downward,  to  toil  and  be  mixed  with  the  main, 
The  dry  fields  burn,  and  ti  ic  to  turn, 

And  a  myriad  flowers  mortally  yearn, 
And  the  lordly  main  from  beyond  the  plain 
Calls  o'er  the  hills  of  Habersham, 
Calls  through  the  valleys  of  Halt 


The  Marshes  of  Glynn. 

Glooms  of  the  live-oaks,  beautiful-braided  and  woven 
With  intricate  shades  of  the  vines  that  myriad-cloven 
Clamber  the  forks  of  the  multiform  boughs, — 
Emerald  twilights, — 
Virginal  shy  lights, 

Wrought  of  the  leaves  to  allure  to  the  whisper  of  vows, 
When  lovers  pace  timidly  down  through  the  green  colonnades 
Of  the  dim  sweet  woods,  of  the  dear  dark  woods, 

Of  the  heavenly  woods  and  glades, 
That  run  to  the  radiant  marginal  sand-beach  within 
The  wide  sea-marshes  of  Glynn  ; — 

Beautiful  glooms,  soft  dusks  in  the  noon-day  fire,  - 
Wild  wood  privacies,  closets  of  lone  desire, 
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Chamber  from   chamber  parted  with    wavering  arras  ol 

lc.l\  cs, 

Cells  for  the  passionate  pleasure  of  prayer  to  the  soul  that 

ves, 

Pure  with  a  sense  of  the  pasting  of  saints  through  the  wood, 
Cool  for  the  dutiful  wei^hm^  of  ill  with  go<* 

O  braidH  dusks  of  the  oak  and  woven  shades  of  the  vine, 
While  the  riotous  noon-day  sun  of  the  June-day  long  did 

shine 

Ye  held  me  fast  in  your  heart  and  I  held  you  fast  in  mine  : 
Hut  now  when  the  noon  is  no  more,  and  riot  is  rest, 
And  the  sun  is  a- wait  at  the  ponderous  gate  of  the  West, 
And  the  slant  yellow  beam  down  the  wood-aisle  doth  seem 
Like  a  lane  into  he  leads  from  a  dream, — 

•\v,  when  my  soul  all  day  hath  drunken  the  soul  of 
the  oak, 
And  my  heart  is  at  ease  from  men,  and  the  wearisome  sound 

of  the  stroke 

Of  the  scythe  of  time,  and  the  trowel  of  trade  is  low, 
And  belief  overmasters  doubt,  and  1  know  that  I  know, 
And  my  spirit  is  grown  to  a  lordly  great  compass  within, 
That  the  length  and  the  breadth  and  the  sweep  of  the  marshes 

of  Glynn 
Will  work  me  no  fear  like  the  fear  they  have  wrought  me  of 

yore 

When  length  was  fatigue,  and  when  breadth  wa»  Imt  bitter- 
ness sore, 
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later  Bmcrtcan  poems. 

And  when  terror  ;in<l  shrinking  and  ilicary  nnnamablc  pain 
mo  out  of  the  merciless  miles  of  the  plain, — 

Oh,  now,  unafr.iid.  I  am  fain  to  face 

The  vast  sweet  visage  of  space. 
To  the  edge  of  the  wood  I  am  drawn,  I  am  drawn, 

h  glimmering  runs  as  a  belt  of  the  dawn, 
For  a  metr  and  a  mark 
To  tin-  forest  dark  :— 

Affable  live-oak,  leaning  low, — 
Thus— with  your  favor— soft,  with  a  reverent  hand, 
(Not  lightly  touching  your  person,  Lord  of  the  land  !) 
Bending  your  beauty  aside,  with  a  step  I  stand 
On  the  firm-packed  sand. 

Free 
By  a  world  of  marsh  that  borders  a  world  of  sea. 

Sinuous  southward  and  sinuous  northward  the  shimmering 

band 
Of  the  sand-beach  fastens  the  fringe  of  the  marsh  to  the 

folds  of  the  land. 
Inward  and  outward  to  northward  and  southward  the  beach 

lines  linger  and  curl 
As  a  silver-wrought  garment  that  clings  to  and  follows  the 

firm  sweet  In  ;irl. 

Vanishing,  swerving,  evermore  curving  again  into  sight, 
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the  sand -beach  waver*  away  to  a  dim  grey  looping  of 
bt 

Ami  what  if  Ix-himl  me  to  westward  the  wall  of  the  woods 
stands  In 

The  world  lies  east :  bow  ample,  the  marsh  and  the  sea  and 

^ky! 

A  league  and  a  league  of  marsh-grass,  waist-high,  broad  in 
Green,  and  all  of  a  height,  and  un flecked  * 

ircly  off,  in  a  pleasant  j 

To  the  terminal  blue  of  the  it. 

Oh,  what  is  abroad  in  the  marsh  and  tin-  terminal  sea? 

suddenly  free 

i  the  weighing  of  fate  and  the  sad  discussion  of  sin, 
Hy  the  length  and  the  breadth  and  the  sweep  of  the  marshes 
\nn. 

irshes,  how  candid  and  simple  ami  nothing-withh 

free 

Ye  publish  yourselves  to  the  sky  and  offer  yourselves  to  the 
KM  ' 

suffer  the  sea  and  the  rains  and  the  sun. 
Ye  spread  and  span  like  the  catholic  man  who  hath  mightily 


God  out  of  knowledge  and  good  out  of  infinite  pain 
And  sight  out  of  blindness  and  purity  out  of  a  stain. 


later  Smciic.in  poems. 

As  the  marsh-hen  secretly  builds  on  the  watery  sod, 
Behold  I  will  build  me  a  nest  on  tin  ^i<  atness  of  God  : 
I  will  fly  in  the  greatness  of  God  as  (i,(.  m.iish  iicn  flies 

In  the  freedom  that  fills  all  the  space  'twixt  the  marsh   and 

the  skies  : 

By  so  many  roots  as  the  marsh-grass  sends  in  the  sod 
I  will  heartily  lay  me  a-hold  on  the  greatness  of  (;<>(|  : 
Oh,  like  to  the  greatness  of  (iod  is  tiu  i;icatncss  within 
The  range  of  the  marshes,  the  liberal  marshes  of  (ilynn. 

And  the  sea  lends  large,  as  the  marsh  :  lo,  out  of  his  plenty 

the  sea 

Pours  fast :  full  soon  the  time  of  the  flood-tide  must  be  : 
Look  how  the  grace  of  the  sea  doth  go 
About  and  about  through  the  intricate  channels  that  flow 
Here  and  there, 
Everywhere, 
Till  his  waters  have  flooded  the  uttermost  creeks  and  the 

low-lying  lanes, 

And  the  marsh  is  meshed  with  a  million  veins, 
That  like  as  with  rosy  and  silvery  essences  flow 
In  the  rose-and-silver  evening  glow. 

Farewell,  my  lord  Sun  : 
The  creeks  overflow  :  a  thousand  rivulets  run 

Twixt  the  roots  of  the  sod  ;  the  blades  of  the  marsh-grass 
stir  ; 

Passeth  a  hurrying  sound  of  wings  that  westward  whirr  ; 
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Passeth,  and  nil  it  still ;  and  the  current*  cease  to  ran  • 
And  the  sea  and  the  marsh  are 


How  still  the  plains  of  the  waters  be ! 

in  his  ecstasy. 
The  tide  is  at  his  highest  height 

And  it  is  night. 

And  now  from  the  Vast  of  the  Lord  will  the  waters  of  sleep 

Roll  in  on  the  souls  of  men, 

But  who  will  reveal  to  our  waking  ken 

The  forms  that  suim  and  the  shapes  that  creep 

Under  the  waters  of  sleep  ? 
And  I  would  1  could  know  what  swimme'.h  below  when  the 

tide  comes  in 
On  the  length  and  the  breadth  of  the  marvellous  marshes  of 

Glynn. 
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lUatson  CMIIVT. 


[Born  at   Bordentown.    New  Jeney,    1844.      Poet   and  editor. 

ice     IVM.    i  !i:.-i  m  vhic!    .•!     "  I  !..-    t  mm    '    i.... M- -  M         1     I 

em*  •elected  arc  reprinted  from  '*  Five  Books  of  Song  "  throogh 
r  km. I  }<rmi»>on  of  The  Century  <  .  ark.] 


A  Woman's  Thought 

I  am  a  woman — therefore  I  may  not 
Call  to  him,  cry  to  him, 
Fly  to  him, 
Bid  him  delay  : 

Then  when  he  comes  to  me,  I  must  sit  quiet ; 
Still  as  a  • 
All  silent  and  < 
If  my  heart  riot  — 

'»  and  def> 

Should  I  grow  bold, 
Say  one  dear  thinx  to  him. 
All  my  life  fling  to  him, 
Cling  to  him  — 
What  to  atone 
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later  Bmcrtcan  poem*. 

Is  enough  for  my  sinnin 
This  were  the  cost  to  inc. 
This  were  my  u  inning — 
That  he  were  lost  to  me. 

Not  as  a  lover 
At  last  if  he  part  from  me, 
Tearing  my  heart  from  me, 
Hurt  beyond  cure — 
Calm  and  demure 
Then  must  I  hold  me, 
In  myself  fold  me, 
Lest  he  discover  ; 
Showing  no  sign  to  him 
By  look  of  mine  to  him 
What  he  has  been  to  me — 
How  my  heart  turns  to  him, 
Follows  him,  yearns  to  him 
Prays  him  to  love  me. 

Pity  me,  lean  to  me, 
Thou  ( ,o(l  above  me  ! 


The  Sower. 


A  Sower  went  forth,  to  sow ; 

His  eyes  were  dark  with  woe  ; 

He  crushed  the  flowers  beneath  his  feet, 

Nor  smelt  the  perfume,  warm  and  sweet, 

That  prayed  for  pity  everywhere. 

He  came  to  a  field  that  was  harried 

By  iron,  and  to  heaven  laid  bare  ; 

He  shook  the  seed  that  he  carried 

O'er  that  brown  and  bladeless  place. 

He  shook  it,  as  God  shakes  hail 

Over  a  doomed  land, 

When  lightnings  interlace 

The  sky  and  the  earth,  and  his  wand 

••  is  a  tluiiulcitl.nl. 
Thus  did  that  Sower  sow ; 
His  seed  was  human  blood, 
Ami  tears  of  women  and  men. 
And  I,  who  near  him  stood. 
Said  :  When  the  crop  comes,  then 
There  will  be  sobbing  and  sighing, 
Weeping  and  wailing  and  crying. 
Flame,  and  ashes,  and  woe. 
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Xatcr  Bnicncnn  pccme. 


It  was  an  autumn  day 

When  next  I  went  that  I 

And  what,  think  you,  did  I  see, 

What  was  it  that  I  IP 

What  music  was  in  the  air? 

The  song  of  a  sweet-voiced  bird  ? 

Nay — but  the  songs  of  many, 

Thrilled  through  with  praise  and  prayer 

Of  all  those  voices  not  any 

Were  sad  of  memory  ; 

But  a  sea  of  sunlight  flowed, 

A  golden  harvest  glowed, 

And  I  said  :  Thou  only  art  wise, 

God  of  the  earth  and  skies  ! 

And  I  piaisc  thec,  a^.iin  and  again, 

For  the  Sower  whose  name  ib  1'ain. 


"My  Love  for  Thee  Doth  March  Like 
Armed   Mm." 

My  love  for  thee  doth  march  like  arme'd  men, 
Against  a  queenly  city  they  would  take. 
Along  the  army's  front  its  banners  shake  ; 
Across  the  mountain  and  the  sun-smit  plain 
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OIL 

It  steadfast  sweeps  as  sweeps  the  steadfast  r.. 

r  <|UakCf 

And  now  the  thundering  cannon  doth  awake 
Echo  o!  .iimg  loud  again. 

Hut,  I-  • '  the  conquest  :.an  bard  e'er  sung  : 

.id  of  answering  cannon,  proud  surrender  ! 

»n  gates  are  open  fl 
And,  for  the  conqueror,  welcome  gay  ami  t.  : 

Oh,  bright  the  invader's  path  with  tribute  Havers, 
ile  comrade  flags  flame  forth  on  wall  and  towers  f 


At  Niagara. 


There  at  the  chasm's  edge  behold  her  lean 
Trembling  as,  'ncath  th« 

bird  lifts  no  wing  to  'scape  from  harm  ; 
Her  very  soul  drawn  to  the  ^1.  '-en, 

^.  awful,  lovely  curve  of  peril  ; 
\Vln  -\v  the  r>cmlin>;  sea  of  beryl 

Thunder  and  tumult—whence  a  billowy  spray 
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Xatcr  Bmcricau  poem 
ii. 

What  dream  is  hers  ?    No  drc.un  hath  wrought  that  spell 

The  long  waves  rise  and  sink  ; 

Pity  that  virgin  >oul  on  passion's  brink, 

Confronting  Fate,— swift,  unescapable, — 

Fate,  which  of  nature  is  the  intent  and  core, 

And  dark  and  strong  as  the  steep  river's  pour, 

Cruel  as  love,  and  wild  as  love's  first  kiss  ! 

Ah,  God  !  the  aby- 


"Great  Nature  Is  An  Army  C". 

Great  nature  is  an  army  gay, 
Resistless  marching  on  its  way  ; 
I  hear  the  bugles  clear  and  s\- 
I  hear  the  tread  of  million  feet. 

Across  the  plain  1  see  it  pour  ; 
It  tramples  down  the  waxing  ^rass  ; 
Within  the  echoing  mountain  pass 
I  hear  a  thousand  cannon  roar. 

It  swarms  within  my  garden  gate  ; 
My  deepest  well  it  drinkrth  dry. 
It  doth  not  rest  ;  it  doth  not  wait  : 


,;ht  and  day  it  sweepeth  by  ; 
Ceaseless  it  marches  by  my  door  ; 
It  heeds  me  not,  though  I  implore. 
I  know  not  whence  it  comes,  nor  where 

It  goes.     1  •!<>())  not  care — 

or  sleep, 

Or  1 1  <>r  weep. 

And  nou  «-rs  all  arc  bright, 

Now  torn  and  black  •  .«•  n  Jit. 

•uncs  its  laughter  shakes  the  sky, 
Sometimes  the  groans  of  those  who  die. 
Still  through  the  night  and  through  the  livelong  day 
The  infinite  army  marches  on  its  remorseless  way. 
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MAURICE    THOMPSON. 


toauricc  (Thompson. 


[Bom   ai    Fairfiekl.    Indiana,    1844.      The  poenu  teicctc^l   ar, 
quoted  by  pcnnittioa  of  the  aotbor  and  by  special  arrmngcmr: 

Boston     M  :•'       A  C<X,  Bo*  tt.] 


In  th<-  1  launts  <»1   1'. 

i. 

Dreams  come  true  and  everything 
Is  fresh  and  lusty  in  the  spring. 

it  smell  like  ambergris, 
id-songs,  bird-songs  never  cease. 

Go  with  me  down  by  the  stream, 
Haunt  of  bass  and  purple  bream  ; 

Feel  the  pleasure,  keen  and  sweet. 
\\hcn  the  cool  waves  Up  your  <« 

Catch  the  breath  of  moss  and  mould, 
Hear  the  grosbeak's  whistle  bold  ; 

See  the  heron  all  alone 
Mid-Micam  on  a  slip|x-ry  >tooc, 


later  Bmcnc.iM 


Or,  on  sonic  decaying  log, 
Spearing  sn.iil  <  irog, 

Whilst  the  sprawling  turtlrs  swim 
In  the  eddies  cool  and  dim  ! 


11. 

The  busy  nuthatch  climbs  his  tree, 
Around  the  great  bole  spirally, 

Peeping  into  wrinkles  gray, 
Under  ruffled  lichens  gay, 

Lazily  piping  one  sharp  note 

From  his  silver-mailed  throat  ; 

And  down  the  wind  the  catbird'-* 
A  slender  medley  trails  along. 

Here  a  Crackle  chirping  lo\\. 
There  a  crested  vireo  ; 

Every  tongue  of  Nature  sings, 
The  air  is  palpitant  with  wings  ! 

yon  prophecies  come  to  j. 
In  the  haunts  of  bream  and  bass. 


Cbompeoru 


Hubble,  bubble  flows  the  stream, 
ii  old  tune  through  a  dream. 

Now  I  cast  my  silken  line  ; 

ul  shine— 

Wlulr.  »ith<l.  h,  I  feel 

en  tic  pulses  of  the  reel 

*  anil  cuckoo  cries, 
Through  it*  U-aves  the  plane-tree  sighs. 

Hubble,  bubble  flows  the  stream, 
••  a  glow  and  there  a  gleam. 

Coolness  all  about  me  creeping, 
Fragrance  all  my  senses  steeping, 

Spicewood,  sweetgum,  sassafras, 
Calamus  and  water-grass, 

•  their  punxrnt  MIX 

On  the  cool  breath  of  the  morn 
Fragrance  of  the  cock-put  thorn. 


later  Bmcrtcan  poems. 

IV. 

I  see  the  morning-glory's  curl, 

The  curious  star-flower's  pointed  whorl 

Here  the  woodpecker,  rap-a-tap  .' 
See  him  with  his  cardinal's  cap  ! 

And  the  querulous,  leering  jay, 
How  he  clamors  for  a  fray  ! 

Patiently  I  draw  and  cast, 
Keenly  expectant,  till,  at  last, 

Comes  a  flash,  down  in  the  stream, 
Never  made  by  perch  or  bream, 

Then  a  mighty  weight  I  feel, 
Sings  the  line  and  whirs  the  reel  1 

v. 

Out  of  a  giant  tulip-tree, 

A  great  gay  blossom  falls  on  me  ; 

Old  gold  and  fire  its  petals  are. 
It  flashes  like  a  falling  star. 

A  big  blue  heron  flying  by 
Looks  at  me  with  a  greedy  eye. 
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I  tee  a  striprfd  squirrel  shoot 
Into  a  hollow  maple-root  ; 

A  humble-hoc,  with  mail  all  rust, 

>  putted  out  with  anther-dust, 

.  a  shrinking  bloom  about, 
And  draws  her  amber  sweetness  out. 

stream. 
Like  an  old  tune  through  a  dream  I 

A  white-faced  hornet  hurtles  by, 
Lags  a  turquoise  butter  r 

One  intcn  .ind  treasure, 

One  afloat  mi 

Sunshine  arrows,  swift  and  k< 
c  the  maple's  helmet  green. 


I  follow  \\hrtr  my  -Is, 

ics  of  rank  water*  weeds, 

nul  root  ami  knotty  log, 
And  faithless  bits  of  reedy  bog. 
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later  Bmertcan  poem*. 

iclrr  will  he  ever  stop? 
The  reel  hums  like  a  humming  top  t 

A  thin  sandpiper,  wild  with  fright, 
Goes  into  ecstasies  of  flight, 

Whilst  I,  all  flushed  and  breathless,  tear 
Through  lady-fern  and  maidcn's-hair, 

And  in  my  straining  fingers  feel 
The  throbbing  of  the  rod  and  reel ! 

Hubble,  bubble  flows  the  stream, 
Like  an  old  tune  through  a  dream  1 

VII. 

At  last  he  tires,  I  reel  him  in  ; 
I  see  the  glint  of  scale  and  fin. 

I  lower  rod— I  shorten  line 

And  safely  land  him  ;  he  is  mine  ! 

The  belted  halcyon  laughs,  the  wren 
Comes  twittering  from  its  brushy  den, 

The  turtle  sprawls  upon  his  log, 
I  hear  the  booming  of  a  frog. 
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Umber's  keen  perfume, 
Sweet-punk,  calamus,  tulip-  bloom, 

Glimptet  of  a  cloudiest  sky 
Soothe  me  as  I  resting  lie. 

Bubble,  bubble  Bows  the  stream, 
Like  low  music  through  a  dream. 


I          .veil. 

Farewell !     It  is  no  sorrowful  word, 
It  h.iN  m-vcr  had  a  pang  for  me. 

Sweet  as  the  last  song  of  a  bird, 
Soft  as  a  wind-swell  from  the  sea, 
The  word  Farewell 

I  part  with  you  as  oft  before 

tli  dear  friends  and  sweet, 
And  now  I  shake  (fot  evermore) 

Your  memory's  gold-dust  from  my  feet. 
Farewell  I  farewell : 
«9 


later  Bmcrtcan  poems. 

There's  the  whole  crowd,  hearty  ;m'  proud. 
Hey  !  boys,  say  !  can't  y.m  -lance  up  this  v, 
Here's  an  old  comrade,  crippli  -1  now.  an'  ^ray  ! 
This  is  ten)  nuich.     Girl,  throw  me  my  crutch  ! 

ID  \valk-I  h — I  could  fly  ! 

No,  I  won't  sit  still  an'  see  the  boys  inarch  by  ! 

Oh  !— I  fall  and  I  flinch  ;  I  can't  go  an  inch  1 

No  use  to  flutter  ;  no  use  to  try. 

Where's  my  strength  ?     Hunt  down  at  the  front  ; 

There's  \vlu-rc  1  left  it.     No  need  to  sigh  ; 

All  the  milk's  spilt  ;  there's  no  use  to  cry. 

Plague  o'  these  tears,  and  the  moans  in  my  ears  ! 

Part  of  a  war  is  to  suffer  and  to  die. 

I  must  sit  still,  and  let  the  drums  march  by. 

Part  of  a  war  is  to  suffer  and  to  die — 

Suffer  and  to  die — suffer  and  to —     Why, 

Of  all  the  crowd  I  just  yelled  at  so  loud, 

There's  hardly  a  one  but  is  killed,  dead,  and  gone  ! 

All  the  old  regiment,  excepting  only  I, 

Man  hed  out  of  sight  in  the  country  of  the  ni^ht. 

That  was  a  spectre  band  marched  JM-I  M>  -rand. 

All  the  old  boys  are  a-tenting  in  the  hky. 

Sarah,  Sarah,  Sarah,  hear  the  drums  moan  by  ! 
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Will  CArioton. 

Autumn    Days. 

,  mellow,  n|»cncd  day*, 
tnc-,1  in  a  golden  coating  ; 

••am\.  listless  haze, 
White  and  «:. 

the  Mushing  trees, 
And  the  »  r rowed  fa! 

Smiling  at  the  airy  ease 

Of  the  southward  flying  swallow  : 
Sweet  and  iys, 

Beauteous,  golden  Autumn  days  ! 

Shivering,  quiv  iful  days, 

Fretfully  and  sadly  wecj 
Dreading  still,  with  anxious, 

Icy  fetters  round  thee  creep t: 
O'er  the  cheerless,  withered  plain, 

Wofully  and  hoarsely  calling  ; 
Pelting  hail  and  drench: 

On  thy  scanty  vestments  falling  ; 
.Sad  and  mournful  are  thy  wa 
Grieving,  wailing  Autumn  days  1 
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3ohn  B.  Cabb. 


[Horn  at  "The  Forett,"  Amelia  County.  Virginia,  184$.  Be- 
came a  priest  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  1884.  For  man/  year*  a 
teacher  of  Enclbl  trie*  College,  ElIicoU  City,  Maryland. 

The  poems  selected  are  quoted  by  pcrmistton  of  the  author.] 


'.allow. 

the  tide, 

And  from  thy  pinions  ilin^ 
The  sparkling  water-drops, 

Sweet  child  of  spring  ! 

Bathe  in  the  dying  sunshine  warm  and  bright, 
Till  ebbs  the  last  receding  wave  of 


••  glides  the  hour, 

But  what  its  flight  to  thee  ? 
Thine  own  is  fleeter  far  ; 

E'en  now  to  me 

Thou  seem'st  upon  futurity  anon 
To  beckon  thence  the  tardy  present  on. 

95 


later  Hmcrtcan  poems. 

The  eye  in  vain 

Pursues,  with  subtle  glance, 
Thy  dim,  delirious  course 

Through  heaven's  expni 
Vanished  thy  form  upon  the  wings  of  thought, 
Ere  yet  its  place  the  lagging  vision  caught. 

Again  thou'rt  here, 

A  slanting  arrow  sent 
From  yon  fair-tinted  bow, 

In  promise  bent ; 

As  when,  erewhile,  the  gentle  bird  of  love 
Poised  her  white  wing  the  new-born  land  above. 

A  seeming  shade, 

Scarce  palpable  in  form, 
Yet  thine,  alas,  the  change 

Of  calm  and  storm  ! 

The  veering  passions  of  my  stronger  soul 
Alike  the  throbbings  of  thy  heart  control 

For  day  is  done, 

And  cloyed  of  long  delight, 
Like  me  thou  welcomest 

The  sober  night ; 

Like  me,  aweary,  sinkest  on  that  breast, 
That  woos  all  nature  to  her  silent  rest 
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The    Pl.iyin.i: 

Who  arc  thy  playmates,  boy  ? 
"  My  favourite  it  Joy, 

Who  brings  with  him  his  sister,  Peace,  to  stay 
The  livelong  day. 

I  l«>\c  them  both.  1 
Is  most  to  me." 

And  where  thy  playmates  now, 
O  man  of  sober  brow  ? 
14  Alas !  dear  Joy,  the  merriest,  is  dead. 

But  I  have  wed 
Peace,  and  our  babe,  a  boy, 

New-born,  is  Joy." 


97 


fawcctt. 


[Born  fat  New  York  City.  1847.  Poet,  essayist  and  ooveiiat. 
"be  poems  affected  are  quoted  l.y  permbskx)  of  the  author  and  by 
pedaTarrangemeiti  »ith  U  pablfahen,  Houghtoo.  Mifflin  A  Co.. 

Olhn-  \\,,rlds. 

I  sometimes  muse,  when  my  adventurous  gate 

Has  roamed  the  starry  arches  of  the  n 

That  were  I  dowered  with  strong  angelic  sight, 
All  would  look  changed  in  those  pale  heavenly  ways, 
What  wheeling  worlds  n  vould  amaze  ! 

What  chasms  of  gloom  would  thrill  me  and  affright ! 

What  rhythmic  equipoise  would  rouse  delight ! 
What  moons  would  beam  on  me,  what  suns  would  blaze  ! 

Then  through  my  awed  soul  sweeps  the  larger  thought 
Of  how  creation's  edict  may  have  set 
Vast  human  multitudes  on  those  tar  spheres 

passions  to  which  mine  mean 
h  majesties  of  happiness,  or  yet 
U  agonies  of  unconjectured  tears  ! 
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Indian  Summer. 

Dulled  to  «i  drowsy  fire,  one  hardly  sees 
The  sun  in  heaven,  where  this  broad  smoky  round 
Ues  ever  brooding  at  the  horizon's  bound  ; 

And  through  the  gaunt  knolls,  on  monotonous  )< 

( )r  through  the  damp  wood's  troops  of  naked  trees, 
Rustling  the  brittle  ruin  along  their  ground, 
Like  sighs  from  souls  of  perished  hours,  resound 

The  melancholy  melodies  of  the  breeze  ! 

So  ghostly  and  strange  a  look  the  blurred  world  wears, 
Viewed  from  the  flowerless  garden's  dreary  squares, 

That  now,  while  these  weird  vaporous  days  exist, 
It  would  not  seem  a  marvel  if  where  we  walk, 
We  met,  dim-glimmering  on  its  thorny  stalk, 

Some  pale  intangible  rose  with  leaves  of  mist ! 
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To  an  Oriole. 

How  falls  ii,  oriole,  thou  hast  come  to  fly 
In  tropic  splendor  tluouKh  our  northern  sky? 

At  some  glad  moment  was  it  nature's  choice 
To  dower  a  scrap  of  sunset  with  a  voice  ? 

Or  did  some  orange  tulip,  flaked  with  black, 
In  some  forgotten  garden,  age*  back. 

Yearning  toward  heaven  until  its  wish  was  heard 
Desire  unspeakably  to  be  a  bird  ? 


Gold 

No  spirit  of  air  am  I,  but  one  whose  birth 
Was  deep  in  mouldy  darkness  of  mid-earth. 

Yet  where  my  yellow  raiments  choose  to  shine, 
What  power  is  more  magnificent  than  n. 

In  hall  or  hut,  in  IIIKMW.I>  or  in  street. 
Obedient  millions  grovel  at  my  feet, 
lot 
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The  loftiest  pride  to  me  its  tribute  brings  ; 
I  gain  the-  lo\\l\  vassalage  of  kin- 

How  many  a  mm   have  I  made  honor  yield 
To  im-  it>  mi^ht)  and  immaculate  shield? 


How  often  has  virtue,  at  my  potent  name, 
Robed  her  chaste  majesty  in  scarlet  shame  ? 

How  often  has  burning  love,  within  some  breast, 
Frozen  to  treachery  at  my  cold  behest  ? 

Yet  ceaselessly  my  triumph  has  been  blent 
With  pangs  of  overmastering  discontent  ? 

For  always  there  are  certain  souls  that  hear 
My  stealthy  whispers  with  indifferent  ear. 

Pure  souls  that  deem  my  smile's  most  blind  excess, 
For  all  its  lavish  radiance,  valueless  ! 

Rare  souls,  from  my  imperious  guidance  free, 
Who  know  me  for  the  slave  that  I  should  be  ! 

Grand  souls,  that  from  my  counsels  would  dissent, 
Though  each  were  tempted  with  a  continent  ! 
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111  canst  thoo  bi  ke  these, 

sc  home  lies  over  seas, 
Among  maniiri.il  lulls,  parks  wide  and  (air, 

ic,  and  u 

Long  hedges  il  md  one  can  hark 

To  carollings  from  ulil  Kngland's  lovely  lark  ! 

i tie  when-  >  are  so  brief, 

Thou  that  hast  bathed  thy  leaf 
Deep  in  the  shadowy  past,  and  know  strange  things 

Of  crumbled  queen*  and  kings; 
Thou  whose  dead  kindred,  in  years  half  forgot, 
Robed  the  grey  battlements  of  proud  i 

Through  all  thy  fibre  '-expanse 

Hast  ihou  breathed  sweet  romance ; 
Ladies  that  !«•  '  hast  beheld 

Through  dreamy  day*  of  el 
Watched  in  broad  castle-courts  the  merry  li^t 
Bathe  gaudy  banneret  and  resplendent  knight. 

And  thou  hast  seen,  on  ancient  lordly  lawns, 

TV  fawns ; 

Heard  pensive  pa^cs  with  their  suave  lutes  play 
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Some  low  Provencal  lay  ; 

Marked  beauteous  dames  through  arrasecl  chambers  glide, 
With  lazy  and  graceful  stag-hounds  at  their  side. 

And  thou  hast  gazed  on  splendid  cavalcades 

Of  nobles,  matrons,  maids, 
Winding  from  castle  gates  on  breezy  morns, 

With  golden  peals  of  horns, 
In  velvet  and  brocade,  in  plumes  and  silk, 
With  falcons,  and  with  palfrey  white  as  milk. 

Through  convent-casements  thou  hast  peered,  and  there 

Viewed  the  meek  nun  at  prayer ; 
Seen,  through  rich  panes  dyed  purple,  gold  and  rose, 

Monks  read  old  folios  ; 

On  abbey-walls  heard  wild  laughs  thrill  thy  vine 
When  the  fat  tonsured  priests  quaffed  ruby  wine. 

O  ivy,  having  lived  in  times  like  these, 

Here  art  thou  ill  at  ease  ; 
For  thou  art  one  with  ages  passed  away, 

We  are  of  yesterday  ; 
Short  retrospect,  slight  ancestry  is  ours, 
But  thy  dark  leaves  clothe^  history's  haughty  towers  ! 
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-m  at  Groveland.  New  York,  1848.  Librarian  of  the  New- 
Library,  Chicago.  The  poems  selected  are  quoted  by  per- 
of  the  author.] 


To  a   Humming- Bird. 

Voyager  on  golden 

Type  of  all  that's  fleet  and  (air, 

Incarnate  gem, 
iem, 

I-beam  of  the  summer  day, — 
Whither  on  your  sunny  way? 

Loveliest  of  all  lovely  things, 
Rotes  open  to  your  wings  ; 
Each  gentle  breast 
Would  give  you  rest ; 
Stay,  forget  lost  paradise, 
Star-bird  fallen  from  happy  skies. 
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Vanished  !  earth  is  not  his  home  ; 

•.id.  nnu.ud.  must  he  roam, 
Swift  passion-thought, 
In  rapture  wrought, 

Issue  of  the  soul's  desire, 

Plumed  with  beauty  and  with  fire. 


The  Beeches  Brighten  for  Young  May. 

The  beeches  brighten  for  young  M 
And  young  grass  shines  along  her  way  ; 
Joy  bares  for  her  his  sunny  head, 
Leaned  over  brook  and  blossom-bed  ; 
The  smell  of  Spring  fills  all  the  air, 
And  wooing  birds  make  music  there. 
Though  nought  of  sound  or  sight  does  grieve, 
From  quiring  morn  to  quiet  eve, 
My  crowding  thoughts  are  forward  cast : 
This  loveliness — it  cannot  L 
The  merry  field,  the  ringing  bough, 
Will  silent  be  as  voiceful  now  ; 
1 06 
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Chill,  warning  winds  will  hither  roam, 
The  Summer  hafttcn  home  : 

That  blue  solicitude  of 

over  beauty  doomed  t<» 
Ere  long  will.  pitxing,  uitne**  here, 

i elded  glory  of  the  year. 


I   Need  Not  Hear." 

I  need  not  hear  each  night-wind  loud 
Go  moaning  down  the  wold, 

I  need  not  lift  each  bleachen  shroud 
From  bodies  white  and  cold. 

Call  not,  O  naked,  wailing  Fall, 

O  man's  unhappy  race  ! 
One  drifting  leaflet  tells  me  all, 

Tis  all  in  one  pale  • 
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[Bom  :  ooift,   Mistouri,   1850.     Died,    1895.     Poet  and 

MimaluL    The  poems  selected  are  quoted  by  the  author'*  permit- 


Two  dreams  came  down  to  earth  one  night, 
From  the  realm  of  mist  and  dew ; 

One  was  a  dream  of  the  old,  old  days, 
And  one  was  a  dream  of  the  new. 

One  was  a  dream  of  a  shady  lane 

That  led  to  the  pickerel  pond, 
When-  the  \\  illows  and  rashes  bowed  themselves 

To  the  brown  old  hills  beyond. 

And  the  people  that  peopled  the  old-time  dream 

Were  pleasant  and  (air  to  see. 
And  the  dreamer  he  walked  with  them  again, 

As  often  of  old  walked  he. 

Oh,  cool  was  the  wind  in  the  shady  lane 

That  tangled  his  curly  hair  I 
Oh,  sweet  was  the  music  the  robins  made 

To  the  springtime  every  who 
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Was  it  the  dew  the  die.  mi  had 

From  yonder  midnight  skies, 
Or  was  it  tears  from  the  dear  dead  years 

That  lay  in  the  dreamer's  eyes? 

The  other  dream  ran  fast  and  free, 

As  the  moon  benignly  shed 
Her  golden  grace  on  the  smiling  face 

In  the  little  trundle  bed. 

For  'twas  a  dream  of  times  to  come  — 

Of  the  glorious  noon  of  day  — 
Of  the  summer  that  follows  the  ceaseless  spring 

When  the  child  is  done  with  play. 

And  'twas  a  dream  of  the  busy  world, 
Where  valorous  deeds  are  done  ; 

Of  battles  fought  in  the  cause  of  right, 
And  of  victories  nobly  won. 

It  breathed  no  breath  of  the  dear  old  home, 

And  the  quiet  joys  of  youth  ; 
It  gave  no  glimpse  of  the  good  old  friends 

Or  the  old-time  faith  and  truth. 
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Emu-no 

But  'twas  a  dream  of  youthful  hopes, 

And  f.i>t  •  ran, 

And  it  told  to  a  little  sleeping  child, 

Of  a  boy  become  a  man  I 

These  were  the  dreams  that  came  one  n 

To  < 
These  were  the  dreams  two  dreamers  dreamed- 

My  little  boy  and  I. 

And  in  our  hearts  my  boy  and  I 

Were  glad  that  it  was  so  ; 
He  loved  to  dream  of  days  to  come, 

And  I  of  long  ago. 

So  from  or  my  buy  and  I 

Unwillingly  ;>• 
Hut  i  rccious  dream 

Unto  the  other  spoke. 

Hire  those  dreams 

B  t-ach  his  trndn  - 
thne  was  triumph  in  hi*  r\es — 
.irs  in  mn. 
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The    I  him  mini;  Top. 

The  top  it  hummeth  a  s  t  song 

To  my  dear  little  boy  at  play- 
Merrily  singclh  all  day  long, 
As  it  spinneth  and  spinncth  away. 

And  my  dear  little  boy, 

He  laugheth  with  joy 
When  he  heareth  the  tuneful  tone 

Of  that  busy  thing 

That  lovcth  to  sing 
The  song  that  is  all  its  own. 

Hold  fast  the  string  and  wind  it  tight, 

That  the  song  be  loud  and  clear  ; 
Now  hurl  the  top  with  all  your  might 
Upon  the  banquette  here  ; 

And  straight  from  the  string, 

The  joyous  thing 
Boundeth  and  spinneth  along, 

And  it  whirrs  and  it  chirrs, 

And  it  birrs  and  it  purrs, 
Ever  its  pretty  song. 


Cl- 
over my  dear  little  boy  grow  old, 
As  tome  have  grown  bc> 

Will  rvrr  lu->  hr.ir  mil  cold, 

>cn  he  hi  k  ^ongs  of  yore  ? 

Of  my  dear  little  ' 
When  the  years  have  worn  away, 
^  sad  and  low 

Of  the  long  ago, 
As  it  singeth  to  me  to-day  ? 


Shuffle-Shoon  and  Amber-Locks. 

rtle-Shoon  and  Amber-  Locks 
together,  huililiii};  him1.. 

iffle-Shoon  is  old  and  gray, 
Amber- Locks  a  little  .  luhl. 
But  together  at  their  pl.iy 

Age  and  Youth  are  reconciled. 
And  with  sy inp.it hclic  glee 
liuilil  their  castles  fair  to  see. 


later  Bmcrtcan  poems. 

"  \Vhi-n  I  ..'"«•  to  be  a  man  ' 
(So  the  wee  one's  prattle 

"  I  shall  build  a  castle  so — 

With  a  gateway  broad  and  grand  ; 
Here  a  pretty  vine  shall  grow, 

There  a  soldier  guard  shall  stand  ; 
And  the  tower  shall  be  so  high, 
Folks  will  wonder,  by  and  by  !" 

Shuffle-Shoon  quoth  :  "  Yes,  I  kn< 
Thus  I  builded  long 

Here  a  gate  and  there  a  wall, 

Here  a  window,  there  a  door  ; 
!  It-re  a  steeple  wondrous  tall 

Riseth  ever  more  and  more  1 
Hut  the  years  have  levelled  low 
What  I  builded  long  ago  !" 

So  they  gossip  at  their  play, 
Heedless  of  the  fleeting  day  ; 

One  speaks  of  the  Long  Ago 

Where  his  dead  hopes  buried  lie  ; 
One  with  chubby  cheeks  aglow 
tleth  of  the  By  and  By  ; 
Side  by  side,  they  build  their  blocks — 
Shuffle-Shoon  and  Amber- Locks. 
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emu-no  Hoi*. 
Swing   \\  '>w. 

SH  nd  swing  low 

While  the  breezes  they  blow- 
It's  off  for  a  sailor  thy  father  u 
Ami  n  the  harbor,  in  sight  of  the  sea, 

uith  left  his  \\ce  babe  with  my  song  and  with  me: 
M  S*'in£  kigk  and  swing  law 
Wkilt  tkt  brttsts  tkty  bin 

Swing  high  and  swing  low 

While  the  breeze*  they  blow- 
It's  oh  for  the  waiting  as  weary  days  go ! 
And  it\  <>h  tor  the  heartache  th.it  Miutcth  me  when 
I  sing  my  song  over  and  over  agui 
44  Swing  High  and  swing  law 

Whit*  tkt  brtnts  tkty  Man 

"  Swing  high  and  swing  low  " — 

The  sea  sinxeth  so, 

And  it  waileth  anon  in  its  ebb  and  its  flow  ; 
And  a  sleeper  sleeps  on  to  that  song  of  the  sea 
Nor  recket 

44  Su'tnjf  kigk  and  swing  low 
WkiU  tkt  brfnts  tkty  U*»— 
'7*  was  o$  far  a  sailor  tky  Jatktr  would  go ." 


Brio  £atc0. 


[Bora  ml  Ea»t  Machuu,  Maine,   1850.    Graduated  at  Bowdota 

ins  vclcctcil  are  Quoted  by  penniieion  of  the 

The  Sonnet  b  the  poet's  own  Uvorite  from  "  Sonnet*  in 

We  Must  be  Nobl« 

must  be  nobler  for  our  dead,  be  sure, 
Than  for  the  quick.     \\V  mi^ht  their  living  eyes 
Deceive  with  gloss  of  seeming ;  but  all  lies 
Were  vain  to  cheat  a  prescience  spirit-pure. 

Our  soul's  true  worth  and  aim,  however  poor, 
They  see  who  watch  us  from  some  deathless  skies 
With  glance  death -quickened.    That  no  sad  surprise 
cm  in  seeing,  be  ours  to  secure. 

mg,  our  loved  ones  make  us  what  they  dren 
Dead,  if  they  see,  they  know  us  as  we  are ; 
Henceforward  we  must  be,  not  merely  seem. 

Bitterer  woe  than  death  it  were  by  far 

To  (ail  their  hopes  who  love  us  to  redeem  ; 
Lots  were  thrice  loss  that  thus  their  faith  should  mar. 
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A  Shadow  Boat. 

Under  my  keel  another  boat 

Sails  as  I  sail,  floats  as  I  float  ; 
Silent  and  dim  and  mystic  still, 

It  steals  throuK'li  that  weird  nether-world, 
Mocking  my  power,  though  at  my  will 

The  foam  before  its  prow  is  curled, 

Or  calm  it  lies,  with  canvas  furled. 

Vainly  I  peer,  and  fain  would  see 
What  phantom  in  that  boat  may  be  ; 

Yet  half  I  dread,  lest  I  with  ruth 
Some  ghost  of  my  dead  past  divine, 

Some  gracious  shape  of  my  lost  youth, 
Whose  deathless  eyes  once  fixed  on  mine 
Would  draw  me  downward  through  the  brine ! 
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•Kotvrt  UnCYnvoofc  3obnson. 


[Bora  In  Washington.  Author  of  "The   Winter 

.shol  l.y  I  New  York 

l  with   it  <lc|*ftn>ent  of 

'The  Century.'    and  tince  1881  iu  aiaodale  editor.     The  poon» 
re  quoted  by  permtMton  of  the  author.) 


I  I <  art h -Song. 

When  Novembc  omcs  down 

With  a  dark  and  v  \n, 

Like  U-latc  «  hill 

Hurr>!  •   tawny  hill, — 

;>  the  pint  :\  pyre  ! 

Where's  a  warmer  friend  than  fire? 

Song's  but  solace  for  a  day  ; 

'a  a  traitor  not  to  tr 
Love's  a  kiss  and  then  away  ; 
Time's  a  peddler  deals  in  dust. 

Pile  the  driftwood  in  a  pyre  ! 
Where's  a  tinner  liirml  than  fire? 
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ledge  was  but  born  to-night ; 
Wisdom's  to  be  born  to-morrow  ; 
One  more  log— and  banish  sorrow, 
One  more  branch — the  world  is  bright 

Higher,  hi^l 

Crown  with  balsam-boughs  the  pyre  1 
Where's  an  older  friend  than  fire? 


Love  in  the  Calendar. 

When  chinks  in  April's  windy  dome 

Let  through  a  day  of  June, 
And  foot  and  thought  incline  to  roam, 

And  every  sound's  a  tune  ; 
When  Nature  fills  a  fuller  cup, 

And  hides  with  green  the  gray, — 
Then,  lover,  pluck  your  courage  up, 

To  try  your  fate  in  May. 

Though  proud  she  was  as  sunset  clad 

In  Autumn's  fruity  shades, 
Love  too  is  proud,  and  brings  (gay  lad  !) 

Humility  to  maids. 
Scorn  not  from  Nature's  mood  to  learn, 

Take  counsel  of  the  day  : 
Since  haughty  skies  to  tender  turn, 

Go  try  your  fate  in  May. 
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Though  cold  she  teemed  as  pearly  light 

Adown  December  eves, 
And  stem  as  u  .  March  winds  smite 

Tl:r  661  •  h    I   !:•.., .-::ti..    1-  MM  |  ; 

Yet  Love  hath  seasons  like  the  year, 

And  grave  will  turn  to  gay,— 
Then,  lover,  barken  not  to  fear, 

But  try  your  fate  in  May. 

And  you  whose  art  Jc 

1'he  constant  love  you  feel : 
Beware,  lest  overmuch  of  pr; 

Your  happiness  shall  steaL 
No  longer  pou:  is  here, 

And  hearts  will  have  their  way ; 
Love's  in  the  calendar,  my  dear, 

So  yield  to  fate— and  May  ! 


October. 

Soft  days  whose  silver  moments  keep 
The  constant  promise  of  the  morn, 
When  tired  equinoctials  sleep. 
And  wintry  winds  are  yet  unborn  : 
What  one  of  all  the  twelve  more 
Thou  truce  and  Sabbath  of  the  year? 


Xatcr 


More  restful  art  tlimi  than  the  May, 
And  if  less  hope  be  in  thy  hand, 
Some  can  <  ief  to  understand 

Thou  hid  -i 

With  mists  and  light  land 

Set  on  the  borders  of  the  day. 

And  best  of  all  thou  dost  beguile 
With  color,     friendliest  thought  of  God  ! 
Than  thine  hath  heaven  itself  a  smile 
More  rich?    An  fV«-t  ..f  angels  shod 
With  peace  more  fair?    O  month  divine  ! 
Stay,  till  thy  tranquil  soul  be  mine. 


1  <>-morrow. 

One  walks  secure  in  wisdom-trodden  ways 
That  lead  to  peaceful  nights  through  happy  days — 
Health,  fame,  friends,  children,  and  a  gentle  wife, 
All  Youth  can  covet  or  Experience  praise, 
And  Use  withal  to  crown  the  easr 

Ah,  thirsting  for  another  day, 
How  dread  th< 

If  he  but  knew  the  danger  near  ! 
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me  o      it 

Of  Fate,  uniniti^alc  <  c,— 

Cond«  those  he  love*,  with  no  appeal 

To  his  own  fearful  h*  .mts 

<  rticl  Wheel  ! 
Ah,  tin:  .mother  day, 

What  need  of  fear 
If  he  but  knew  the  help  that's  near? 


Samuel  flMnturn  peck. 


(Bora  at  Tittkaloota,  Alabama,  1854.      The 

>f  the  author'*  own  favorite*  and  are  quoted  by  hi* 

lion.  "A  Knot  of  Blur      from   "Cap  and   1  vj),  and  the 

p  and  Love-Knot* "  (1892),  Frederick 


A  Knot  of  Blue. 

F*rt*<  BoystfYaU. 

She  hath  no  gems  of  lustre  bright 

To  sparkle  in  her  1) 
No  need  hath  she  of  borrowed  light 

To  make  her  beauty  fair. 
Upon  her  shining  locks  afloat 

Are  daisies  wet  with  dew, 
And  peeping  from  her  lissome  throat 

A  little  knot  of  blue. 

A  dainty  knot  of  blue, 

A  ribbon  blithe  of  hue, 
It  fills  my  dreams  with  sunny  gleams, — 

That  little  knot  of  blue. 


Xatcr  Bmcncnn  poems. 

I  met  her  down  the  shadowed  lane, 

Hencath  the  apple 
The  balmy  blossoms  fell  like  rain 

Upon  my  love  and  me  ; 
And  what  I  said  or  what  I  did 

That  morn  I  never  knew 
But  to  my  breast  there  came  and  hid 

A  little  knot  of  blue. 

A  little  knot  of  blue, 

A  love  knot  strong  and  true, 
'Twill  hold  my  heart  till  life  shall  part, 

That  little  knot  of  blue. 


Mignon. 

Across  the  gloom  the  gray  moth  speeds 

To  taste  the  midnight  brew, 
The  drowsy  lilies  tell  their  beads 
On  rosaries  of  dew. 

The  stars  seem  kind, 
And  e'en  the  wind 
Hath  pity  for  my  woe, 
Ah,  must  I  sue  in  vain,  ma  belief 
Say  no,  Mignon,  say  no  ! 
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.IMIJ  will  conic  to  break 
8  web  of  darkness  through  ; 
Let  not  my  heart  unanswered  ache 
That  beats  alone  for  you. 
Your  casement  ope 
And  lud  MM-  hope, 

to  blest  ; 
A  word  will  ease  my  pain,  ma 

Say  yes,  Mignon,  say  yes  1 


Th<  Gr.ijKivine  Swing. 

When  I  was  a  boy  on  the  old  plantation 

Down  by  the  deep  bayou, 
The  fairest  spot  of  all  creation, 
Under  the  arc! 

the  \\irul  (.iinr  o\cr  the  cotton  and  corn, 
To  the  long  slim  loop  I'd  sj> 

t  bare,  and  a  hat-brim  t 
And  swing  in  the  grapevine  swing. 

;n  the  -r.i}*-\  me  swing, 
Laughing  where  tl  <!$  sing, 

I  dream  and  sigh 

the  days  gone  by. 
Swinging  in  the  grapevine  swing. 


later  Bmcncnn  pocme. 

Out— o'er  the  water-lilies  bonnie  and  bright, 

Back— to  the  moss-grown  trees ; 
I  shouted  and  laughed  with  a  heart  as  light 

As  a  wild-rose  tossed  by  the  breeze. 
The  mocking-bird  joined  in  my  reckless  glee, 

I  longed  for  no  angel's  wing, 

I  was  just  as  near  heaven  as  I  wanted  to  be, 

• 
Swinging  in  the  grapevine  swing. 

Swinging  in  the  grapevine  swing, 
Laughing  where  the  wild  birds  sing, — 

Oh  to  be  a  boy 

With  a  heart  full  of  joy, 
Swinging  in  the  grapevine  swing ! 

I'm  weary  at  noon,  I'm  weary  at  night, 

I'm  fretted  and  sore  of  heart, 
And  care  is  sowing  my  locks  with  white 

As  I  wend  through  the  fevered  mart. 
I'm  tired  of  the  world  with  its  pride  and  pomp, 

And  fame  seems  a  worthless  thing. 
I'd  barter  it  all  for  one  day's  romp, 

And  a  swing  in  the  grapevine  swing, 

Swinging  in  the  grapevine  swing, 
Laughing  where  the  wild  birds  sing, 

I  would  I  were  away 

From  the  world  to-day, 
Swinging  in  the  grapevine  swing. 
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[Bora  iSier'Tbe  poenu  selected  are  reprinted  by  the  author's 
] 

The  Heart  of  the  Tree. 

AN   ARBOR-DAY  SONG. 

What  does  he  plant  who  plants  a  tree? 
He  plants  the  friend  of  sun  and  ri 

•lag  of  breezes  free ; 
The  shaft  of  beauty,  towering  hi^h  ; 
He  plants  a  home  to  heaven  anigh 
For  song  and  mother-croon  of  bird 
In  hushed  and  happy  twilight  heard— 
The  treble  of  heaven's  harmony— 
These  things  he  plants  who  plants  a  tree. 

What  does  he  plant  who  plants  a  tree? 

He  plants  cool  shade  and  tender  rain, 
And  seed  and  bud  of  days  to  be, 
And  years  that  fade  and  flush  a^ 
He  plants  the  glory  of  the  pi 

plants  the  forest's  heritage; 
The  harvest  of  a  coming  age ; 
The  joy  that  unborn  eyes  shall  see— 
These  things  he  plants  who  plants  a  tree, 
j  129 


later  Bmcricnn  |>ocnu-. 
What  does  he  plant  who  plants  a  tree? 

I  lr  pi. U  '  id   WOOd, 

In  love  of  In  urn-  and  loyalty 
And  far-cast  thought  of  civic  good — 
His  blessing  on  the  neighborhood 
\\  ho  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand 
Holds  all  the  growth  of  all  our  land — 
A  nation's  growth  from  sea  to  sea 
Stirs  in  his  heart  who  plants  a  tree. 


An  Old-Fashioned   Love-Song. 

Tell  me  what  within  her  eyes 
Makes  the  forgotten  Spring  arise, 
And  all  the  day,  if  kind  she  looks, 
Flow  to  a  tune  like  tinkling  brooks  ; 
Tell  me  why,  if  but 

Falls  on  men's  ears,  their  souls  rejoice  ; 
Tell  me  why,  if  only  she 
Doth  come  into  the  companie 
All  spirits  straight  enkindled  are, 
As  if  a  moon  lit  up  a  star. 

Tell  me  this  thafs  writ  above^ 
And  I  ici//  tell  you  why  I  love. 
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Tell  me  why  the  fool  Mi  »iml 

Is  to  her  tresses  ever  kind, 

Ami  only  blows  them  in  such  wise 

As  lends  her  beauty  some  surprise 

Tell  me  why  no  - 

Can  ct  in^  if  she 

Tell  mi  why  to  see  her  face 

Begets  in  all  folk  else  a  grace 

That  makes  them  fair,  as  love  of  her 

Did  to  a  gentler  nature  stir. 

Tell  me  why,  if  she  but  go 
Alone  across  the  fields  of  snow, 
All  i. in.  :«•«.  of  the  Springs  of  old 
\V it hin  a  lover's  breast  grow  bold  ; 
Tell  me  why,  when  her  he  sees, 
\Vitlun  him  stirs  an  April  breexe  ; 
And  all  that  in  his  secret  heart 
Most  sacredly  was  set  apart, 
And  most  was  hiiMm.  then  awakes, 
At  the  sweet  joy  her  coming  makes. 

Ttll  mi  what  is  writ  akn*. 
And  I  will  tell  you  wky  I  lav*. 


Charles?  "focnrv  l>ik*r& 


1'hila.lclphia.   1'cnn.,    1858.     Died.   1891.      The  poem 


Four  Winds. 

\Vin-:  >rth, 

>rland  snows, 

•  •!"  the  winnowed  skies,  and  sharp,  clear 
Blow  cold  and  keen  across  the  naked  hills, 
And  crisp  the  lowland  pools  with  crystal  ti! 
And  blur  the  casement  squares  with  glittering  ice, 
But  go  not  neat 

Wind  «.f  thr  West, 

<>f  the  few,  far  clouds, 

the  gold  and  crimson  sunset  lands — 
fresh  and  pure  across  the  peaks  and  plains, 
And  broaden  the  blue  spaces  of  the  heavens, 
And  sway  the  grasses  and  the  mountain  pines, 
But  let  my  dear  one  rest. 
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Wind  of  the  East, 

Wind  of  the  sunrise  seas, 

Wind  of  the  clinging  mists  and  gray,  harsh  r 

moist  and  chill  across  the  wastes  of  brine, 
And  shut  the  sun  out,  and  the  momi  and  stars, 
And  lash  the  boughs  against  the  dripping  eaves, 
Yet  keep  thou  from  my  love. 
But  thou,  sweet  wind  1 
Wind  of  tlu-  fragrant  South, 
Wind  from  the  bowers  of  jasmine  and  of  rose — 
Over  magnolia  glooms  and  lilied  lakes 
And  flowering  forests  come  with  dewy  wings, 
And  stir  the  petals  at  her  feet,  and  kiss 
The  low  mound  where  she  lies. 
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l»5».      The  pOOM  uUctcd  arc 
bled  by  permttticn  of  the  author.  ] 

A  Sea  Grave. 

Yea,  rock  him  gently  in  thine  arms,  O  Deep ! 

No  nobler  heart  was  ever  hushed  to  rest 

Upon  the  chill,  soft  pillow  of  thy  breast— 
No  truer  eyes  <li«Ut  th.ni  e'er  kiss  to  sleep. 
\Mn'c  <>  h  the  wrathful  billows  leap, 

Ami  nullity  winds  roar  from  the  darkened  west, 

Still  may  his  hr.id  on  thy  cool  weeds  be  pressed, 
Far  down  where  thou  dost  endless  silence  keep. 
Oh,  when,  slou  thy  spaces  dun 

Some  scaly  monster  s*-i  i  .\\  cave, 

And  pan  -.he  sleeper,  stares  with  ^rim 

Dull  eyes  a  i.  •.tnu.ud*  thrnUK'h  the  w 

Then  In  thy  pale  green  shadows  curtain  him. 

And  swaying  sea-flowers  hide  his  lonely  grave. 
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My  Love  is  Like  the  Vast  ness  of  the  Sea." 

My  love  is  like  the  vastncss  of  the  sea, 
As  deep  as  life,  as  high  as  heaven  is  hi^h, 
And  pure  as  an  unclouded  summer  sky, 

Ancl  as  enduring  as  eternity. 

My  love  is  that  which  was,  and  is  to  be, 

Which  knows  no  change,  and  which  can  never  die ; 
Which  all  the  wealth  of  Ophir  could  not  buy, 

Yet  free  to  one  as  light  and  air  is  free. 

O  Love,  thou  putt'st  to  shame  the  nightingale  ; 
Thy  lips,  like  bees,  are  fraught  with  hydromel ; 

Than  lilies  are  thy  bosom  is  more  pale ; 
Thy  words  are  sweeter  than  a  silver  bell: 

Yet  time  from  thee  thy  beauties  shall  estrange  : 
But  this  my  Love  can  never  suffer  change. 
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lorn  at  Hartford,  Coon  ,  a.luatol  at  ]<• 

Th 

•-r  plight  »<»r  wed 
In  th-  .id, 

In  the  urs  ; 

Hut  tl 

And  a  hundred  happy  \\:  were. 

No,  they  neiil  <  ,iit. 

Ami  the  il.iy  i-.  like  the  ni^ht, 

For  their  vision  is  of  other  kind  than  ours. 

They  do  n< 

In  that  t>  by 

isses  growing  cool  and  long ; 

Hut  ti  h:n  their  bed, 

-\X  all  their  thtui^htt  u  it  said, 

lencc  Ixrt  in  sob  or  song. 

•  y  nriihn 

Though  the  robin  be  a-\\ 
Though  ti.  i  autumn  march  a  i 


Xatcr  Bmciioiii  poem*. 

There  is  only  rest  and  p 

I  n  the  City  of  Surcease 

From  the  failings  and  the  wailings  'neath  the  Sun, 

Ami  the  wings  of  the  swift  yt 

I '.«-.it  tmt  gently  o'er  tin-  b 

Making  music  to  the  sleepers  every  one. 

There  is  only  peace  and  rest ; 

But  to  them  it  sccmeth  1> 

For  they  lie  at  ease  and  know  that  life  is  done. 
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oted  by  permtt»ion  of  the  author  and  by  special  arrangement  with 
publishers  Hooghlon,  Mifflm  ft  Ca.  Barton.) 


Breath  of  Song. 

From  the  minster's  organ 

ating  down  the  shadowed  nave, 
Comes  a  stream  of  music  soft, 
Falling  as  a  weary  wave 

Falls  upon  the  beach  of  sand, 
Murmurous  and  sweet  .mil  bland, 
Bearing  t  Jity  sea 

Messages  of  melody. 

There,  alone,  the  organist 

Lets  his  listless  fingers  go — 
Lost  in  a  melodious  mist — 
O'er  the  key -board,  to  and  fro  : 

There,  half-dreaming  in  the  gloom, 

the  weaver  at  his  loom, 
Weaving  with  the  threads  of  sound 
Music -woof  the  warp  around. 
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All  unconsciously  he  hides 

Strains  familiar  in  his  theme 
When  a  i:  it  glides 

Through  the  doorway  of  his  dream  : 
Mozart,  Handel,  Chopin,  or 
Harmony's  great  conjuror — 
Rapt  Beethoven  ! — each  is  part 
Of  the  dreaming  player's  heart. 

So  the  poet  dreams,  nor  heeds 

Who  may  listen,  who  may  hear  ; 
Following  where  Fancy  leads, 
She  alone  to  him  is  dear  : 

Omar,  Keats,  Theocritus, 
In  his  voice  may  speak  to  us 
From  the  realm  of  ages  dim — 
These  are  in  the  heart  of  him  ! 

Poets  in  the  fields  of  Time, 

Since  the  world  began,  have  sown 
Wide  the  precious  seeds  of  rhyme, 
And  to  us  to-day  are  blown 

Odors  from  these  poem- flowers — 
Seedlings  of  the  later  hours- 
Blossoming  the  fields  along, 
Breathing  the  sweet  breath  of  son^. 
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The  Li 


me  the  room  whose  every  nook 
Is  dcdkated  to  a  book, 
Two  windows  will  suffice  for  air 
And  grant  the  \-..\\i  admission  there  ; 
One  looking  to  the  south,  and  one 
To  speed  the  red,  departing  sun. 
The  casti  »n  fric/c  to  plinth 

Shall  IK?  the  Poet's  labyrinth, 

!  the  lords  of  rhyme 
From  Homer's  down  to  Dobson's  t 
And  at  the  northern  side  a  space 
Shall  show  an  open  chimney  place, 
Set  round  with  ancient  nle-,  th.it  : 
Some  legend  old  and  weave  a  spell 
About  the  firedog-guarded  s«- 

Whrre  i-iie  DM]  dfl  Ufl  .1:.-:  ttttt  tb    iMttl 
Above,  the  mantel  shouM  n»t  lack 
For  curios  and  bric-a-brac,— 
Not  much,  but  just  enough  to  light 
The  room  up  when  tin   •  ht. 

The  volumes  on  this  wall  should  be 
All  prose  and  all  philoso; 
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From  Plato  down  to  those  who  are 

The  dim  reflections  ofth.it  st 

And  tln-s«-  tonics  all  should  serve  to  show 

How  much  we  write— how  little  know; 

nee  the  problem  first  was  set 
No  one  has  ever  solved  it  yet. 
Upon  the  shelves  toward  the  west 
The  scientific  books  shall  rest  ; 
Beside  them,  History;  above, — 
Religion,  —hope,  and  faith,  and  love  : 
Lastly,  the  southern  wall  should  hold 
The  story-tellers,  new  and  old  ; 
Haroun  al  Raschid,  who  was  truth 
And  happiness  to  all  my  youth, 
Shall  have  the  honored  place  of  all 
That  dwell  upon  this  sunny  wall, 
And  with  him  there  shall  stand  a  throng 
Of  those  who  help  mankind  along 
More  by  their  fascinating  lies 
Than  all  the  learning  of  the  wise. 

Such  be  the  library ;  and  take 

This  motto  of  a  Latin  mak< 

To  grace  the  door  through  which  I  pass : 

Hie  habitat  Felicitas  / 
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Attainment 

:»  the  marble  of  hit  thought 
•  IM KM'*  fancies  wr« 

isinc  aiul  UK  1 
•y  any  magic  feat 

••»  the  statue  i.  nth  complete  ; 
Only  |uti.  in  l.iUn.  long, 
Can  create  the  perfect  *>'. 
Only  :ite 

Can  attain  its  high  desire, — 
Love  that  deems  n<  me 

Wasted,  so  it  win  the  rhyme 
One  elusive  word  to  start 

•\ithin  the  Knc's  heart 
Still  the  Parthenon  for  us— 
Jewel  icus 

Fashioned  centuries  ago— 
Shine*  with  untlimini»hcd  glow; 
Still  the  resurrected  ' 
Buried  ages  in  the  . 
Holds  to-day  it»  honored  place 
By  the  marvel  of  it*  gra 
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So  the  poet's  song  shall  shine 

For  the  jrwvl  of  om-  line  ; 
So  his  lyric  shall  endure 

marble  pure. 

Toil  he  must  if  he  would  \vin 
11(  M\<H \  — itc  ;md  enter  in  ; 
Labor  of  a  life-time  ^ive 
That  the  sculptured  verse  shall  livel 
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[Horn  at  «  iS&X     The  poem*  quoted  *rc  re- 

l»rmtc»i  by  the  author '%  |icriiiiv»i<>n.  ] 


The  Hunt 

Through  dewy  glades  ere  morn  is  1; 

-hips  sail  • 

i  buoyant  step  and  gun  a-shoulder 
And  song  on  lip  he  wanders  by. 

He  feels  the  cc*  his  brow, 

He  scents  the  s.  :ic-trec  bough. 

And  lists,  from  ino-ss-rn*  runted  boulder, 
iru*h  repeat  her  m.itm  vow. 

he  hears  the  ringing  horn, 
And,  ft .  mi  the  rustling  fields  of  corn, 

The 
Grct  nitumn  day,  new-born. 

In  pendant  purple  globes  he  sees 
The  wild  grapes  hang  amid  the  trees, 

And,  from  the  last  red  buds  of  cl<> 
The  darting  flight  of  golden  bees. 
US 


later  Bmcncnn  pccme. 

He  marks  the  fiery  crimson  gleam 
On  wide  primeval  woods,  that  seem 

Like  armored  host*  with  banners  flying 
That  inarch  when  weary  warriors  dream. 

Before  him  long-eared  rabbits  pass 

Like  shadows  through  the  aisles  of  grass ; 

From  copses,  wren  to  wren  replying, 
Utter  for  him  a  morning  mass. 

He  does  not  heed  the  partridge's  drum, 
The  squirrel's  chattering,  nor  the  hum 

Of  myriad  noises  that,  incessant, 
Down  dusky  forest  arches  come. 

He  crosses  quiet  nooks  of  shade, 
With  flickering  sunlight  interlaid*, 

Where,  when  outshines  the  silver  crescent 
Flit  by  the  pixies,  half  afraid. 

Thus  on  and  on  he  blithely  speeds, 
Through  briery  brake  and  tangled  reeds, 

Thinking  of  Robin  and  his  bowmen 
And  all  the  archer's  daring  deeds ; 

Till  'neath  a  slope  by  vines  o'ergrown, 
Where,  in  the  ages  that  have  flown, 

The  redmen  slew  their  swarthy  foemen, 
He  stands  beside  a  pool  alone. 
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Deep  in  the  t!  x-  and  <!; 

That  ikirts  the  water's  ruslu  run, 

He  crouches  low  and  k. 
For  sound  of  hoof  or  stir  of  limb. 


•igth  he  sees  within  th«- 
Of  trembling  leafage,  darkly  green, 
A  lustrous  eye  that  softly  glistens. 
And  then  a  head  of  i«.\.il  m  • 

The  startled  hillsides  sharply  ring, 
And  answering  echoes  backward 

Wliilc  prone,  upon  the  earth  before  him, 
A  proud  red  deer  lies  quivering. 

He  swings  hi*  prize  to  shoulders  strong. 
Then  homeward  swiftly  strides  along; 

The  great  blue  skies  a-smiling  o'er  him, 
And  all  around  the  birds  in  song. 

Behind  the  woods  the  sun  creeps  down, 
And  leaves  thereon  a  crimson  crown ; 

From  sapphire  portals,  pale  ami  trmKi, 
Venus  o'crlooks  the  meadows  brown. 

And  now  that  shadows  hide  the  lane 

>e  rolled  the  orchard- laden  wain, 
His  weary  feet  upon  the  fen 
He  slays  the  red  deer  o'er  again  ! 
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later  Bmcncan  poems. 
The  Snowdrop. 

You  ask  why  Spring's  fair  first-born  flower  is  while 
Peering  fmm  out  the  warm  eaith  lonvj 

'1  rifts  of  snow, 
And  blanched  with  fright. 


Pomona. 

At  noon  of  night  the  goddess,  silver-stolcd, 
Came  with  light  foot  across  the  moonlit  land, 
And  breezes  soft  as  blow  o'er  Samarcand 

Stirred  her  free  hair  that  glinted  like  clear  gold  ; 

Sweet  were  her  smiling  lips,  as  when  of  old 
Yertumnus  wooed  her  on  the  grassy  strand 
Of  some  swift  Tuscan  river  overspanned 

By  sunny  skies  that  knew  no  breath  of  cold. 

So  when  the  door  of  dawn  grew  aureate, 
And  broken  was  the  dim  night's  peaceful  hush 
By  harvesters  uprisen  to  greet  the  mom, 

They  knew  Pomona  had  passed  by  in  state, 
For  on  the  apples  was  a  rosier  blush, 
And  on  the  grapes  a  richer  lustre  born. 
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te  St.it 

As  perfect  in  thru    -s:;.in    ':••     i     ': 

O  in«»t tu  ul.ur  Dial 

My  1  raised  to  i  •  n^cd  with  rnse 

And  i  i  rcdolcm  • 

•isc  of  head  was  queenly  ;  fair  and  tint 

Her  alabaster  arms  that  shamed  the  snows  ; 

Her  gracious  bearing  had  thy  pure  repose, 
And  stately  was  she  as  the  forest  pine. 
Knowledge  sat  throned  upon  her  regal  brow, 

Round  which  her  tresses  rippled,  bright  as  gold  ; 
Sweet  as  a  songbird's  on  a  budding  bough 

The  liquid  voice  that  from  her  lips  ouirollt 
But  lo  !  there  c.unc  an  awful  change,  and  now 

Thou,  in  thine  n  >•  hush,  art  not  more  < 


as  1864.    The  poem  quoted  was  lelccted  bjr  il 
it  biology.] 


The  \V,uul«-r- Lovers. 

Down  the  world  \\ith  Marna  ! 
That's  the  life  t 

Wander i DK  "ith  the  wandering  wind, 
Vagabond  and  um •miiiiu 

^  \\itli  (he  roving  rain 

Kith  anil  kin  <if  wandci-kind, 
Children  of  the  sea  ! 

Petrels  of  the  sca-d 
Swallows  of  the  lea  ! 
Arabs  of  the  whole  wide  x>rth 
Of  the  wind -encircled  earth  ! 
In  all  climes  v  ir  tents, 

c*  of  the  c- 

With  the  secret  lords  of  birth 
Intimate  and  free. 


later  Bniencan  pccnu*. 

All  the  seaboard  ki 

i  Fundy  t<>  the  Keys  ; 

i  y  creek 

'•uimlant  ChesapcaL 
Ardisc  hills  and  NY\\j»ort  roves 
And  the  far-off  orange  gr« 
Where  Floridian  oceans  break, 
Tropic  tiger  seas. 

Down  the  world  with  Marna, 
Tarrying  there  and  here  ! 
Just  as  much  at  home  in  Spain 
As  in  Tangier  or  Touraine  ! 
Shakespeare's  Avon  knows  us  well, 
And  the  crags  of  Neufchatel ; 
And  the  ancient  Nile  is  fain 
Of  our  coming  near. 

Down  the  world  with  Marna, 
Daughter  of  the  air! 
Marna  of  the  subtle  grace, 
And  the  vision  in  her  face  ! 
Moving  in  the  measures  trod 
By  the  angels  >d  ! 

With  her  sky-blue  eyes  amaze 
And  her  sea-blue  hair  ! 
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Marna  with  thr  tree 

In  he: 

Marna  of  the  aspen  heart 

'  rs  ttan ! 
Quick- re»|H»n  Id! 

$$  as  an  artless  child. 
Spite  of  all  her  reach  of  art ! 
Oh,  to  roam  with  1 

Mama  with  the  wind1*  \\iil. 

Marna  of  the  quick  disc!.. 
Star  <•  dream  «  ' 

At  a  Mnilc  uiih  love  aglow, 
At  a  frown  a  statued  woe, 
Standing  pinnacled  in  pain 
Till  a  ki*s  sets  free ! 

Down  the  world  with  Marna, 

I 

M.i::.. i  ..i  th<  dc  ithl   M  bop  . 

Still  w  scope 

-.of  life  may  spread 
tli^ht  unluuarded  ! 
Dreaming  of  the  sjxrcch  to  cope 
With  thr  heart's  de> 


later  Bmcncnn  poems. 

Marna  of  the  far  quest 
After  the  divine ! 
Striving  ever  for  some  goal 
Past  the  blunder-god's  control ! 
Dreaming  of  potential  years 
When  no  day  sh.ill  dawn  in  fears  ! 
That's  the  Marna  of  my  soul, 
Wander-bride  of  mine  ! 
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[    [Bore  at  Ixxmvillc,   !  .   1865.     The  poems  quoted  were 

•elected  by  the  .*  ithology.] 


The  Old  Inn. 

Red -wind  ing  from  the  sleepy  town. 
One  takes  the  lone,  forgotten  lane 

Straight  thmu)>h  the  hills.     A  brush-bird  brown 
Bubbles  in  thorn-Mowers  sweet  u 

>  wave  the  wrinkled  grain  ; 

The  cautious  drip  of  upper  leaves 
Dips  under  leaves  ih.it  drip  again. — 

Above  the  tangled  tops  it  heaves 

Its  gables  and  its  haunted  eaves. 

One  creeper,  gnarled  to  bloomlessness, 

O'er-forests  all  its  eastern  wall  ; 
The  sighing  cedars  rake  and  press 

k  boughs  along  the  panes  they  sprawl : 

While,  where  the  sun  beats,  conies  the  drawl 
Of  tuving  wasps  ;  a  bushy  bee 

Gold-dusty,  hurls  along  the  hall 
And  hums  into  a  crack. — To  me 
The  shadows  seem  too  scared  to  flee. 
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Of  ragged  chimneys  martins 

r  pipes  of  mus  here 

They  build  and  roost.  —  My  footfalls  make 
Strangr  stealing  echoes,  till  I  fear 
I'll  meet  my  pale  self  coming  near, 

My  phantom  face  as  in  a  glass  ; 
Or  one  men  murdered,  buried  —  where  ?- 

Dim  in  gray,  stealthy  glimmer,  pass 

With  lips  that  seem  to  moan  "Alas." 


From  "  Intimations  of  the  Beautiful." 


The  gods  of  Greece  are  mine  once  more  1 

The  old  philosophies  again  ! 
For  I  have  drunk  the  hellebore 

Of  dreams,  and  dreams  have  made  me  san< 
The  wine  of  dreams  !  that  doth  unfold 

My  other  self, — 'mid  shadowy  shrines 
Of  myths  which  marble  held  of  old, 
Part  of  the  Age  of  Bronze  or  Gold, 

That  lives  a  pagan  'mid  the  pines. 
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Dead  myths,  to  whom  such  dreams  belong  I 

O  beautiful  philosophies 
Of  Nature  !  crystallized  in  song 

And  marble,  peopling  lost  sen, 
Lost  forests  and  the  star-lost  vast, 

nl  me  the  c  hihllikr  f.uth  that  clung— 
;  h  loveliness  that  could  not  last — 

To  Heaven  in  the  pagan  past, 

Calling  for  God  with  infant  t.  -n. 


The  song-birds?  at-  wn  away? 

The  song-birds  of  the  summer  time, 
That  sang  their  souls  into  the  day, 

And  set  the  laugh  -.  me  ? 

No  catbird  scatters  through  the  hush 

The  sparkling  crystals  of  its  song  ; 
Within  the  woods  no  hermit -thrush 

If  .in  rn«  h.mted  flute  along, 
A    >\\(  « -t   .i      i  ::•     :.   •  -I  '!M     !  '.    I'. 
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Xatcr  Bmcrican  poem*. 

All  day  the  crows  fly  cawing  past ; 

The  acorns  drop  ;  the  forests  scowl : 
At  ni^'ht  I  hear  the  bitter  blast 

Hoot  with  the  hooting  of  the  owl. 
The  wild  creeks  freeze  ;  the  ways  are  strewn 

With  leaves  that  rot :  beneath  the  tree 
The  bird  that  set  its  toil  to  tune, 

And  made  a  home  for  melody, 
Lies  dead  beneath  the  death-white  moon. 


Hhcrs. 


[Mr*.  A  ken  Allen  was  born  at  Strong.  Maine,  1832.  Her  first 
husband  was  Panl  Akera,  the  famous  sculptor.  The  poem  quoted 
has  been  revised  for  this  anthology  by  the  author.  ] 


The  Sunset- Bird. 

Is  it  a  dream  ?    The  day  is  done, 

The  long,  warm,  fragrant  summer  day ; 
Afar  beyond  the  hills,  the  sun 

In  purple  splendor  sinks  away; 
The  fire-fly  light*  her  floating  spark, 

While  here  and  there  the  first  large  stars 
Look  out,  impatient  for  the  il 

The  cows  stand  w.i  •  he  bars  ; 

A  group  of  children  saunters  by 

ird  home,  with  laugh  and  sportive  word. 
One  pausing  as  she  hears  the  high 

Soft  prelude  of  an  unseen  bird— 
"  Swttt^swttt—nuttt— 
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•  hi.w  tliat  clear,  aerial  b 
Makes  all  the  IK  .1:  -tod land  still ! 

twilight  voice  that  sin-s  alone  ! 
And  all  the  child's  quick  pulses  thrill  ; 
Forgotten  in  her  h«  nd 

The  half-filled  herry-l»asket  swings  ; 
What  (arcs  she  that  the  merry  hand 

Goes  on  and  leaves  her  there  ?     Hr 
Sings  as  a  seraph  shut  from  heaven 
And  vainly  seeking  ingress  there, 
Might  |X)ur  upon  the  listening  even 
His  love,  and  longing,  and  despair  ; 
"  Sweet — sweet — sweet — 

<nvful — sorrowful — sorrowful! 

Deep  in  the  wood,  whose  giant  pines 

Tower  dark  against  the  western  sky, 
While  sunset's  last  faint  crimson  shines, 

He  trills  his  marvellous  ecstasy ; 
With  soul  and  sense  entranced,  she  hears 

The  wondrous  pathos  of  his  strain, 
While  from  her  eyes,  unconscious  \< 

Fall  softly,  born  of  tenderest  pain. 
What  cares  the  rapt  and  dreaming  child 

That  duskier  shadous  gather  round  ': 
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that  flood  of  wild 

Mel  -omul — 

Sorrwful- 


\\«MK!  ! 

No  sky  |>  t<>  IH-.I- 

looms- 
No  I  ml' ml.  in  hi>  flagrant  dell 
Where  Persia's  rose-fields  breathe  perl 

Km  >\\s  half  the  passion.)  i  tell 

To  hearts  •• 

O,  1.  ••  among  the  pines, 

She  hears  its  rii 

When  sunset's  la^  ics^ 

.'  -m*et—swett— 
Somnt'ful—  sorrtnvfvl 


Down  from  i  in  mensural)! 

The  >  drop  like  cr\stal  \ 

The  echo  of  all  I»M 

AH  youth  pc*,  all  lu< 

All  1  music,  heard  no  m< 

Hut  ilreamed  n|  and  remembered 
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later  Bmcrican  poem*. 

Ah,  how  can  mortal  bird  outpour 

Such  human  heart-break  in  a  song? 
What  can  he  know  of  lonely  y< 

Of  idols  only  raised  to  fall, 
Of  broken  faith  and  secret  tear-*  : 
And  yet  his  strain  repeats  them  all — 
"  Sweet—  sweet — sweet — 

rrowful — sorrowful — sorrowful  ' 

Ah,  still  amid  Maine's  darkling  pines, 

Lofty,  mysterious,  remote, 
While  sunset's  last  faint  crimson  shines, 

That  singer's  resonant  echoes  float  ; 
And  she,  the  child  of  long  ago, 

Who  listened  till  the  west  grew  gray, 
Has  learned,  in  later  days,  to  know 

The  mystic  meaning  of  his  lay  ; 
And  often  still  in  waking  dreams 

Of  youth's  lost  summer-times,  she  hears 
Again  that  thrilling  song,  which  seems 

The  voice  of  dead  and  buried  years — 
"  Sweet — sweet — sweet — 

Sorrowful — sorrowful — sorrou'j 
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flnnc  "Kecvc  flinch 


the    |x»t 

i  with  the 

N    *  '. 


A   <  1   Poet. 

In  thy  iroai-li  of  state 
Pa-  ng: 

••Is 
whom  God  giveth  soog. 


;,  still  I  smile, 
Laugh  at  want  and  wrong: 

»  fed  and  crowned 
To  whom  God  givcth  song. 

in  .ill  pompt 

>>!.•— 
One  iu^ 

h  song. 

Let  us  ^rect,  O  Ki: 

.     •:. 

:oo»  is  a  k; 

To  whom  <  :h  song. 
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Insomnia. 

0  would  God  call  a  halt,— one  moment's  halt 

To  that  procession  marching  through  my  brain  ' 

1  would  awake  in  thankful  quiet,  lie 
And  watch  the  long  defile  begin  again  ; 

Would  make  no  further  dry-mouthed  moans  for  sKrji 
Would  take  up  patience  in  sweet  hope's  default, 

And  mutely  bear  the  burthen  of  the  hours, — 
If  God  would  call  a  halt,— one  moment's  halt ! 


The  Ring. 

Hid  in  an  antique  box, 

With  faded  leaf  and  flower 
(The  only  fitting  gifts 

Of  love  that  lives  an  hour), 
Gemmed  with  a  diamond  tear 

For  joy  that  could  not  cling, 
Behold  the  word  inside, 

For  "  Toujours"  says  the  ring 
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hit-,  the  lul, 
•h  liK'ht  and  careless  laugh, 
And  reads  the  lying  word, 
•-'•»  mocking  c\> 
is  no  s  IK  hs  or  tear* 
uch  a  foolish  thing 
As  love  dead  long  .1. 

-"  TottjoKn?  says  the  ring  ! 

But  in  soft  nights  of  May 

The  proud  and  silent  heart 
Owns  to  itself  a  truth, 

And  spurns  its  wonted  part 
It  cries  out  for  the  grace 

Of  one  departed  spring, 
**  TVw/Vwrr,"  admits  the  soul, 

And  "  Tovjours?  says  the  ring  ! 


A   Little  ParabN. 

..U-  the  cross  myself  whose  weight 
Was  later  laid  on  inc. 
This  thought  is  torture  as  1  t 
Up  life's  steep  Calvary. 
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To  think  mine  own  hands  drove  the  nails  ! 

ry  sonx, 

And  chose  the  1.  -  •  >d  I  li.nl 

To  build  it  firm  and  strong. 

If  I  had  guessed — if  I  had  dreamed 

Its  weight  was  meant  for  me, 
I  -.huuld  have  made  a  lighter  cross 

To  bear  up  Calvary. 
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[Horn  in  New  York  City.  |K:S.     Stir  a\»i-*t  -1  Looglellow  in  com- 
n..cr  in  1*89.  J 


Love's     Rivals. 


I  knew  well  \»  1  hce 

Death  would  i  "iiu-  1.  •  the  grnte, 

Our  h.i  h  to  M-j>.i: 

And  thin. 

Would  h--.it  throughout  an  empty  heart 
The  awful  r.  ho  -"Till  Death  pa: 
I  kn  lly  «>nc  in 

Win 

The  great  :  c  \x-\nx  heard. 
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11. 

Ah,  me  !  why  did  I  never  think 

I  must  touch  tin-  brink 
Of  MH  h  a  woe? 
M\dy  Sleep  I  count  a  foe  1 
When  in  her  arms  thou  lit ->t  low, 
Deaf,  blind  and  dumb 
thou  become. 

.mi  on  thce  in  vain 

When  thine  have  felt  Sleep's  lotus  chain  : 
Unheeded  I  may  come  o 
Whenever  she  will  have  it  so. 

True  Love,  I  doubly  N\> 
Seeing  I  have  two  rivals.  Death  and  > 
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[Bettic  Chandler  Parker  was  bom  in  Ilataria,  N.  Y..  where  the 

1  he  poaM  »elcctctl  arc  quo(ol  with  the  A 


Brothers  of  Ant.i 

There  was  a  giant,  in  the  ages  old- 

-itcr  than  other  giants  from  h»  birth, 

rage  was  beholden 
To  her,  that  i  ,  -Earth. 

And  in  that  she  held  him  dearer 

Than  otl>  ul  watched  and  loved  him  more, 

time.  )>«  lose,-  came  near  and  nearer, 

unit-  luin  stronger  than  he  was  tx 

Though  he  were  spent  with  wasting  wounds  unnumbered, 

•  \\ith  the  sons  of  men, 

He  la  nd  slumbered, 

•.  hen  he  wakened  he  was*strong  again. 

us,  dost  ill.".!  hearts  an- 

With  the  same  M«Mxl  that  throbbrtl  in  thm« 
Acrc>^  thee  grvt-r 

are  thy  brothers,  born  of  that  same  earth. 
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Though  through  the  year,  we  travel  on  as  strangers 
That  wander  far  from  her  who  loves  them  best, 

Meeting  with  many  sorrows,  many  dangers, 
Looking  in  vain,  for  any  place  of  rest, 

See,  how  we  thrill  when  Spring's  white  buds  are  bursting, 
See  how  we  start  when  first  the  robins  call,— 

See  how  we  rush,  to  our  great  Mother  thirsting, 
Just  for  one  look,  of  her  who  made  us  all ! 

We  know  her,  in  the  pussy-willow's  gleaming, 
We  hear  her  in  the  nesting  bird's  low  song, 

Where  drowsy  ferns  awaken  from  their  gleaming, 
And  wild  flowers  bloom,  we  touch  her,  and  grow  strong. 

With  gladdened  eyes  we  look  at  one  another, 

We  have  no  fear  of  coming  evil  then, 
For,  like  Antaeus,  we  have  touched  our  Mother, 

And  in  that  touch  she  makes  us  strong  again  ! 


How  to  Love. 

Love  me,  but  let  me  never  know 

That  I  the  limit  of  your  love  may  touch  ; 
Always  beyond  my  reach,  below,  above, 
I  want  to  feel  that  I  may  find  your  love. 
Love  me,  but — not  too  much. 
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nts: 

flowers  of  spring 
And  summer  lies  beyond  them.     In  a  blaic 
Of  brilliant  hues  the  fall  flowers  end  their  days. 
Love  me,  but— not  too  mm  h. 

'*  like  the  soft  blur 
That  folds  the  earth  around  with  gentle  touch  ; 

like  the  crimson  clouds  at  set  of  sun, 
For  darkness  follows  them,  and  day  is  done. 
Love  me,  but— not  loo  in 

Like  the  new  moon  I  want  your  1«- 

its  pure  white  touch. 
:  ill  moon  gives  great  floods  of  silver 
And  then     it  fades  from  out  the  starry 
Love  me,  but— not  too  much. 

But  like  the  ivy,  let  love  grow, 

Slowly,  unceasing,  reaching  wide  and  1 
Till  it  embraces  all  in  its  strong  grasp, 
And  holds  with  true,  unfading,  living  clasp. 
So  love  me  till  1  «: 


ftclcn  Oinv  Cone. 


[Born  in  New  \  1859.     Tr  :  -.^luli  literature  m 

•  ork  Normal  College.     The  poem  **•!• 
Bbaion  of  the  author,  from  her  volume  "The  K 

il  arrangement  with  her  puhlbhert,  Houghton,  Mimm 

.•-  (    •  ,  1  •     '    '    1 


The   Ridr  to  ihr   Lady. 

Now  since  mine  even  is  come  at  last, — 

For  I  have  been  the  sport  of  steel, 

Anil  hot  life  rliJu-th  from  me  fast, 

And  I  in  saddle  roll  and  reel, 

Come  bind  MM-,  hind  me  on  my  steed  ! 

Of  fingering  leech  I  have  no  net  • 

The  chaplain  cl.i>pe<l  hi>  maiKd  knee. 

14  Nor  need  I  more  thy  whine  and  th- 

No  time  is  left  my  sins  to  tell  ; 

Hut  look  ye  bind  me,  hind  me  well!" 

They  hound  him  strong  with  leathern  thong, 

Ft  10  the  lady  should  be  long. 

;  the  poplars  fled, 
Thin  as  ghosts,  on  a  sky  blood*n 
Out  of  the  sky  the  fierce  hue  fell. 
And  made  the  streams  as  the  streams  of  hell. 
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later  Bmcncan  pocma. 

All  his  though: 

Flowed  aflame  as  tlret  he  i  ode, 

1  >ode, 
Ceased  at  her  feet,  mirrored  her  face. 

(V:'  ill)  apace,  apace, 

Rode  behind  him  in  that  race.) 

.  mine  own,  mine  alone, 
Trembling  lips  my  lips  have  known, 
liirdlike  stir  of  the  dove-soft  - 
Under  the  kisses  that  make  them  mine! 
Only  of  thee,  of  thcc,  my  need ! 
Only  to  thee,  to  thee  I  speed  ! " 
The  Cross  flashed  by  at  the  highway's  turn  ; 
In  a  beam  of  the  moon  the  face  shone  stern. 

Far  behind  had  the  fight's  din  died  ; 
The  shuddering  stars  in  the  welkin  wide 
Crowded,  crowded,  to  see  him  ride. 
The  beating  hearts  of  the  stars  aloof 
Kept  time  to  the  beat  of  the  horse's  hoof. 
"What  is  the  throb  that  thrills  so  sweet? 
Heart  of  my  lady  I  feel  it  b< 
lint  his  own  strong  pulse  the  fainter  fell, 
Like  the  failing  tongue  of  a  hushing  bell. 
The  flank  of  the  great-limbed  steed  was  wet 
Not  alone  with  the  started  sv. 
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Ixlcn  Orav  Cone. 

Fast,  and  fait,  and  the  thick  black  wood 
-  COM  |  hke  a  black  friar'*  hood  ; 
;md  fast,  and  they  plunged  therein,— 
But  the  viewless  rider  rode  to 


t  the  wood  to  t  iy's 

Galloped  the  great  -limWd  st<  hi  , 

.1,  and  the  sad  owl  « 
And  tli    weight  of  the  tlead  oppressed  1 

Fast,  and  last,  by  the  road  he  kn< 

And  slow,  and  slow,  the  stars  withdrew  ; 

And  the  \\ 

As  a  garment  worn  of  a  wizard  gi 

He  neighed  at  the  gate  in  the 

She  heard  no  sound  before  her  g.r 
Thou.  :ict  was  her  bo 

All  was  as  her  huml  h.ul  left  it  l.f 
The  needle  slept  on  the  broidered 

ttu  h.iuuncr  and  spikes  of  the  passion-flower 
'  ishionini!  liui 

On  the  couch  lay  something  t 

i  steadfast  lips  and  veiled  eyne  ; 
But  the  lady  was  not  there. 


Xatcr  Bmcrtcan  poems. 

On  th'  !  prayer, 

Pure  as  winds  that  winnow  U 

llci  soul  had  risen  twelve  h" 

The  burdened  steed  at  tl.  stood, 

No  whit  the  nearer  to  his  goal. 

.ice  assoil  the  soul 
That  went  out  in  the  \\<><»d  ! 
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I 
>« 


Th  Moon. 


Through  the  deep  nix  hi 
uders  a  sj 

Noiseless  and  white. 

Loiters  not,  lingers  not,  knoweth  n<»t  rest ; 
Ceaselessly  haunting  tin-  East  and  the  West* 

A  hose  um.  -.^es  have  wrou 

><m  tothc  tiiiu-i'f  (iod'srh>thini«al  thought. 
In  the  dark,  -  oa, 

As  she  speedeth  through  space, 
She  reads  her  pale  image  ; 

The  wounds  are  agape  on  her  fa  < 
She  sees  her  grim  nakedness 

Pier.  <  eyes 

Of  the  >,  'od 

In  their  flight  through  the  sides. 


later  Bmcrican  poem*. 

(Her  wounds  :  my  and  IK. How.) 

The  K.uth  turns  and  \\he- 

And  this  Spc< :  \ncicnt,  must  follow. 

II. 
When,  in  the 

Had  she  beginning  ? 
Wh.it  is  her  story? 

What  was  her  sinn: 
Do  the  ranks  of  the  Holy  Ones 

Know  of  her  criin 
Does  it  loom  in  the  mists 

Of  the  birthplace  of  Time? 
The  stars,  do  they  speak  of  her 

Under  their  breath, 
"Will  this  Wraith  be  for  ever 

Thus  restless  in  death  ':" 
On,  through  immensity, 

Sliding  and  stealing, 
On  through  infinity, 

Nothing  revealing. 

Ml. 

I  see  the  fond  lovers  : 
They  walk  in  her  light : 

They  charge  the  "  soft  maiden  " 

To  bless  their  love-plight. 
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Does  the  Uu,:h  ID  her  place, 

llllcth   ll): 

Does  the  Ullgh  in  her  iitl.it  uith  never  a  s.uin.l  • 

With  mulling  ' 

(Uightcd  .ui.i 

tcarred  ; 
!  cn  and  cold  ; 

•  to  her  should  »>c  tfl 

. 

:i^  -iiul  tumuli^  "'  tlicin  that  arc  > 

l\ 

Our  Karth  that  is  ><>ung, 

That  is  throbbing  uith  lite, 
Has  fiery  upheavals, 

H.i 

he  that  is  dead  has  no  btir,  breathes  no 
ii  calm,  |]  lc»s  in  lunch  <!CN|> 

We  dan  through  (he  v. 

..ivc  cries,  we  have  laugi 
The  phantom  that  haunts  us 
Comet  Mien 


later  Bmenenn  poems. 

This  r,h<M  lady  follows, 

Though  none  hear  her  tread  ; 

On,  on,  wo  arc  flying, 

Still  tra<  k(  (1  by  our  Dead  ; 

P.y  this  white  awful  Mystery, 
Haggard,  and  dead. 
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rt>ai\inrct  IDclantv 


'  wo  poem*  utoctcd  are 

1   the  mull 
t«l  arrangement  with  her  |>uUuhcr>,  ||..u^>ii>  • 

Jll! 


Upon  t)>'  :  smiline  1 

-  and  I  ih« 
And  rouml  1 

.  jllst    p.llr 

Green  is  with  'hn- 

T!J..  >ca 

\S  i  •  -ws  pus. 

.  the  blue 
Of  succory,  like  the  ri 

purplr  hratt's-case  clas; 
Ami  ,;rowin^  1. 


•  •»!  IN  IHT  Inxluc  ^nx-n  with  vines, 
Ami  <  in  has  kissed, 

Jev 

In  fold*  of  iniu  nine  »": 
1*1 


later  Bmcncan  poems?. 

The  buttercups  are  fringes  fair 

iall  whin- 

And  on  tin-  radiance  of  her  hair 
Fall  cherry-blossoms  sweet  ; 

The  dark  laburnum's  chains  of  gold 

She  twists  about  her  tin 
Perched  on  her  shoulder,  blithe  and  bold, 

The  brown  thrush  sounds  his  net 

And  blue  of  the  far  dappled  sky 
That  shows  at  warm,  still  noon, 

Shines  in  her  softly  smiling  eye — 
Oh  !  who's  so  sweet  as  June? 


Affaire  D' Amour. 

One  pale  November  day, 
Flying  Summer  paused, 

They  say  • 

And  growing  bolder, 
O'er  rosy  shoulder 

Threw  to  her  Lover  such  a  glance, 
That  Autumn's  heart  began  to  dance. 
(O  happy  Lover  !) 
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EVI.inD. 

A  !..••-,. 

Thought  t 

I'm 
Ai> 

.i|>  .!..!  in 

Decking  each  naked  bram  h  with  green 
To  show  1  r  look  was  set 

(Alas !  poor  Lovci 

Hut  Sumr.  -led, 

The  Peach -tree  sighed, 
gladly  di- 

Ami  Autumn,  weary  of  the  chase, 
Canv  ^  sober  pace. 

(O  careless  Lovct 
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£mil\>  Dtcluiuvn. 


[Bora   in    AmhcrM.    Man.,    18.50.     Died   there  in    1886. 
Mmt  were  not  puUiOtol  nil  ieaih.     The  piece*  «electcil 

lint  and  second  tenet,  published  by 
obertt  BrothafBy  Boston. ) 


Success. 

•  *s  is  counted  sweetest 
By  those  who  ne'er  succeed. 

•iiprelu-nd  a  nectar 
Requires  sorest  need. 

Not  one  of  all  the  purple  host 

K>k  the  flag  to-day 
Can  tell  the  dctimt 
So  clear,  of  victory, 

As  he,  defeated,  dy 
On  whose  t  \  ear 

The  distant  strains  <>(  tnumph 
Break,  agonized  and  clear. 
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Xatcr  Bmcrican  pecms. 


Compensation. 

ich  ecstatic  instant 
We  must  an  anguish  pay 
In  keen  and  quivering  ratio 
To  the  ecstasy. 

For  each  beloved  hour 
Sharp  pittances  of  years, 
Bitter  contested  farthings 
And  cofiers  heaped  with  tears. 
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LOUISE   IMOGEN    QUINEY. 


Ionise  3nu\Kn  Cnuncv. 


:  -'  i  <iuo(ed 

arrangement  with  her 

llo^un.J 


wad 


t^  I  k<ar  in  its  ominous 
All  tt>i 
All  ff/jfJ/,  from  tkfir  ttl/s,  tkt  importunate  tramping  ami 


Cowards  and  laggards  fall  back  ;  but  alert  to  the  saddle, 

III,  K»"».  andabreaM,  vault  out  \srathcr-worn,  ^ 
inx  legion, 
With  a  si:  the  one  gracious  woman  that 

:u. 

There  are  shapes  by  the  way,  there  arc  things  that  appal  or 

mtice  us  : 

What  odd  r   Knight*,   and  our  souls  arr  hut  U-m 

on  th- 
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'later  'flnicnc.in   poem*. 


I  hear  in  my  h<  "  in  Us  /»//////«'// 

.-///  ,  >n  Hint  i  fin  >  s  ; 

All  nielli,  from  their  cell*,  tin-  iinf),n(nn,itc  trampin. 

We  spur  to  .1  land  of  no  name,  out-rat  in-  the  storm  wind  ; 
We  leap  to  the  infinite  dark,  like  the  sparks  from  the  anvil. 
Thou  leadest,  O  (ind!     All's  \\i-ll   with  Thy  troopers  that 
follow. 


The  Light  of  the   Hou 

'Beyond  the  cheat  of  Time,  here  where  you  died  you  live  ; 
You  pace  the  garden-walls  secure  and  sensitive  ; 
You  linger  on  the  stair  :     Love's  lonely  pulses  leap  ! 
The  harpsichord  is  shaken,  the  dogs  look  up  from  sl< 

Years  after,  and  years  after,  you  keep  your  heirdom  still, 
Your  winning  youth  about  you,  your  joyous  face  and  skill, 
Unvexed,  unapprehended,  with  waking  sense  adored  ; 
And  still  the  house  is  happy  that  hath  so  dear  a  lord. 

To  every  quiet  inmate,  strong  in  the  rhccr  you  brought. 
Yotii  ,pell  midway  of  speech  and  thought  ; 

And  unto  whoso  ku  awe-struck  visitor, 

The  sunshine  that  was  you  floods  all  the  open  door  ! 
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Xouttc  5mo0cn  duinc*. 


Si  i         ;     !ls. 
Snowcrowdt  b  «y, 

So 
It  s« 


Wan  i  •! 

nd| 

rep. 

On  the  shut  eyelids  <>t  tfu  wind 
.'NS  more  .uul  more  of  sleep. 

Urge  the  nltl  nests  be 
Hi^h  mi  their  fro/en  tree, 
On*  -  -'"I  new  1 

'luin  .  ..Ul  and  »pa< 

1  houses  look 

..il  Ixxik 
• 
In  \ril>  that  spread  t 

breeds  again. 


later  Bmcncan 


Who  walks  this  minster  white, 
n  the  grand  reach  of  li^ht 

Where  flesh  and  faith  dispart, 
Sin^s.      K\cn  in  courts  and  aisles  of  death, 

I  )«  Mill  is  not,  and  thou  art  1 
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GERTRUDE   HALL 


llMll. 


[Bom  in  Botton.  MUM.     I  n  Italy.     I  .lorn*. 

1890  ami  attf ;  From 

the  | IK- ui-  selected  arc  q  %u>n  uf  the 

;lt. 
•rstlcil  with  my  giant,  '; 

,1  he,  so  M  ins  life, 

I,  weak,  >et  lie  cannot  mak 

wrings  my  sinews  u 

.:»  iron  SCTCH, 
Yr1.  «n«l  he  cannm  subdue, 

.  nijjht  after  night 

Night  aftn  i»ixht.  until  my  life  have  cn»l. 
I  anil  my  giant  n  face  to  face, 

He  will  I  shall  not  ask  gra 

At  length,  straight  .  his  balefu 

i  .:  i  :  ....  torn    .    mt,  "  Rum  •  i  •  it   •.. . 
I.  m 

.  I  .1111  not  vanouished — though  I  < 


later  Bmencan  poems. 
"  Be  Good  to  Me." 

Be  good  to  me !     If  all  the  world  united 

Should  bend  its  powers  to  ^ird  my  youth  with  pain, 
Still  might  I  fly  to  thec  1  In-  n^l 

liut  if  thou  wrongst  me — where  shall  I  complain? 

I  am  the  dove  a  random  shot  surprises, 
That  from  her  flight  she  droppeth  qui\  < 

And  in  the  deadly  arrow  recognizes 

A  blood-wet  feather— once  in  her  own  wii 


Thou  by  the  River  Musing. 

Thou  by  the  river  musing, 

Maid  of  few  summer-tides, 
With  dreamy  eyes  perusing 

Thy  looking-glass  that  glides: 

Somewhere  the  ship  is  booming 
Whose  hold  thy  treasure  hides, 

Somewhere  the  castle  looming 
Where  thy  true  love  abides. 

Somewhere  the  wreath  is  blowing 
To  crown  thy  hair  a  bride's — 

Somewhere  the  stout  oak  growing 
To  make  thy  coffin  sides. 
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Ellen  fl>ael;av  twtcbineon. 


«tAixl  Lyric*  "(1881) 
in  &  Co.,  BoMoct ) 


The  Kun.iNvay. 


Joy,  my  tender  t 

Wilful,  wistful,  airy— 

.  icll  me 
You  are  so  very  shy. 

Don't  I  want  you,  love  you, 
Look  and  long  to  prove  you 

;.  .i>  I  in  you, 
Faithful,  gentle,  true  ? 

u  don't  know  how  to  tint!  me; 
You  ilon  t  know  how  to  bind  me; 

in  not  shy — 
Shall  I  tell  you  \vl. 

••  Because,  while  you  pursue, 
My  sweetness  I  renew; 
I  fold  my  wings  to  rest 
In  some  less  eager  brr.t 
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Xatcr  Bmcncan  poems. 


The  Quest. 

It  was  a  heavenly  time  of  life 

\Vlu-n  lirst   I  went  to  Spain, 
The  lovely  land  of  silver  mists, 
The  land  of  golden  ^rain. 

My  little  ship  through  unknown  seas 

led  many  a  changing  da 
Sometimes  the  chilling  winds  came  up 
And  blew  across  her  v. 

Sometimes  the  rain  came  down  and  hid 

The  shining  shores  of  Spain, 
The  beauty  of  the  silver  mists 

And  of  the  golden  grain. 

But  through  the  rains  and  through  the  winds, 

Upon  the  untried  sea, 
My  fairy  ship  sailed  on  and  on. 

With  all  my  dreams  and  me. 

And  now,  no  more  a  child,  I  long 

For  that  sweet  time  again, 
When  on  tin-  far  hori/.on  l»ai 

Rose  up  the  Rh  ;>ain. 


Clkn  /fc.ich.iv  1m  tc  bint*, 
bts, 

O  la: 

1  look  for  you  with  v  >  tears, 


A  Cry  from  tin-  Shore. 

Come  down,  ye  graybeard  marin< 

Unto  the  wasting  shot 
The  morning  \\iiuls  art-  ^od 

•-hither  I  must  sail, 
\\  hat  |>cril  t 

/kr  my  In- 
And  venture  out  to  sea  ! 

11  \\c  ma\   MM  '-'  D 
Nor  what  tlic  dangers  are  ; 


Each  sailor  souwK- 

Each  hath  a  separate  &• 
Each  sailor  soundcth  for  himself, 

And  on'  the  awful  sea 
What  u  r  >  ours  alone  ; 

\\  «  tell  it 
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later  Emetic.™ 

Come  back,  O  ghostly  mariners, 

Ye  who  have  gone  bef<>i 
I  dread  the  dark,  impetuous  tides  ; 

I  dread  the  farther  shore. 
Tell  me  the  secret  of  the  waves  ; 

what  my  fate  shall  be — 
Quick  !  for  the  mighty  winds  are  up, 

And  will  not  wait  for  me. 

"  Hail  and  farewell,  O  voyager  ! 

Thyself  must  read  the  waves  ; 
What  \\c  have  learned  of  sun  and  storm 

Lies  with  us  in  our  graves  : 
What  we  have  learned  of  sun  and  storm 

Is  ours  alone  to  know. 
The  winds  are  blowing  out  to  sea, 

Take  up  thy  life  and  go  !  " 
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Ibclcn  Ibunt  3achson. 

in.  ii  ] 

[Born  at    Amhent,    Mau.t    1831.     She  married,  first.  Captain 

**ou  are  quoted  from  the  collective  nlitiuu  of  her 
MM,  Robert*  Brothers  Hotton.] 

Vanity  of  Vanities. 

Bee  to  the  blossom,  moth  to  the  tl.ime  ; 
Each  to  his  passion  ;  uh.u 's  in  a  name  ? 

Red  clover's  sweetest,  well  the  bee  knows  ; 
No  bee  can  suck  it ;  lonely  it  blows. 

«-p  lies  its  honey,  out  of  reach,  dec; 
What  use  in  honey  hulilvn  • 

Robbed  it  ad  ; 

»  stops  to  pity  a  honey-bee  dead  ? 

Star- flames  are  brightest 

.  a  hand's  breadth  the  moth 

Fooled  with  a  candle,  scorched  with  a  breath  ; 
Poor  little  miller,  a  tawdry  de 
»97 


later  Bmcrfcnn  pocme. 

Life  is  a  honey,  life  is  .1  tl.nne  ; 

Each  to  his  passion  ;   what's  in  a  name? 


Swinj-in^j  and  circlr  0  the  sun 

Brief  little  planet,  how  it  doth  run  ! 

.me  and  moth-time,  add  the  amount  ; 
While  heat  and  homy,  who  keeps  the  count  ': 

M  evening,  a  spark  out  t 
The  world  no  darker  for  one  star  1 

Bee  to  the  blossom,  moth  to  the  tlame  : 
Each  to  his  passion  ;  \\  hat's  in  a  name  ! 


The  Fir-Tree  and  the  Brook. 

The  Fir-Tree  looked  on  stars,  but  loved  the  Brook  ! 
"O  silver- voiced  !  if  thou  wouldst  wait, 
My  love  (  an  bravely  woo."     All  smiles  forsook 
The  Brook's  white  face.     "  Too  late  ! 
Too  late  !     I  go  to  wed  the  s 
I  know  not  if  my  love  would  curse  or  bless  thee. 
1  may  not,  dare  not,  tarry  to  caress  thee. 
Oh,  do  not  follow  me  !" 
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tvlcn  l)utit 


The  i  moaned  and  moaned  till  spring; 

Ear! 

him  \\itl;  >tf  steel, 

flee 

iy  curve  «• 

I  care  not,  if  bm  on  .*t  carets 

O  Brook,  I  follou 

All  torn  and  bruise<l  k  of  axe  and  chain, 

lluili-d  clown  the  ci  -id. 

Tossed  by  great  w..  tasy  of  pain, 

Ami  rudely  ihmwn  .it  List  to  : 
The  Fir-Tree  1  *e 

With  what  fiei  i-.  I  must  caies-.  thee  ! 

I  warned  thee  I  might  curse,  and  nrvt  r  bless  thee, 
Why  ilul'st  thiui  follow 

itely  set  with  spar  and  brace  and  rope, 
1  ree  stood  <l  sailed. 

In  wildest  storm  whrn  .ill  the 

ceased  from  s.i  rce 

An  th  -k  !     Hut  i  hast  caressed  n 

I  or  liir.  |..r  death,  thy  love  has  .  m  ^sed  me 

Behold.  I  follow  the 


later  Bmcncan  poems. 

Lost  in  a  night,  and  no  man  left  to  tell, 
Crushed  in  the  giant  iceberg's  play, 
Tin  ship  went  down  without  a  song,  a  knell. 
Still  drifts  the  Fir-Tree  night  and  day  ; 
Still  moans  along  the  sea 

c  :     "O  Fir-Tree  !  thus  must  I  possess  thee  ; 
Eternally,  brave  love,  will  I  caress  thee, 
Dead  for  the  love  of  me  !" 


Fealty. 

The  thing  I  count  and  hold  as  fealty— 
The  only  fealty  to  give  or  take — 
Doth  never  reckoning  keep,  and  coldly  make 

Bond  to  itself  with  this  or  that  to  be 

Content  as  wage  ;  the  wage  unpaid,  to  free 
Its  hand  from  service,  and  its  love  forsake, 
Its  faith  cast  off,  as  one  from  dreams  mi^ht  wake 

At  morn,  and  smiling  watch  the  vision  flee. 

Such  fealty  is  treason  in  disguise, 
Who  trusts  it,  his  death-warrant  sealed  doth  1>< -.u 

Love  looks  at  it  with  angry,  wondering  eyes  ; 
Love  knows  the  face  true  fealty  doth  wear, 
The  pulse  that  beats  unchanged  by  alien  air, 

Or  hurts,  or  crimes,  until  the  loved  one  dies. 
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Emma  Z«i5aru0. 

[Born  la  New  York  City,    1849.     Died  tlurr   in    1887.     The 

I   are  quoted   by   ftpccUl   pennUaion  of  Hou>; 
lifflm  ft  Co..  Boston.] 

Succe 

Oft  have  I  brooded  on  defeat  and  pa 

The  pathos  of  the  stupid  stumbling  throng. 

These  I  ignore  to-day  and  only  long 
To  pour  my  soul  forth  in  one  trumpet  strain, 
c  clear,  gi  triumphant  so: 

For  all  the  victories  of  man's  high  ei 
Palm-be  <-||cd  decii  forever, 

The  splendor  d  m  whose  will  is  strong. 

Hast  thou  beheld  the  deep,  glad  eyes  of  one 

has  persisted  and  achieved  ?  Rejoice  ! 
On  naught  < 

Salute  him  with  free  heart  and  chor.t 
'  M  blc  crowds  of  spectres  wan, 

The  bold,  significant,  >ui:cc*»ful  i 


m  '• 


i.itci  HmciivjaM  poems. 


Among  the  Thousand  Islands. 

The  misty  air  like  amber  sect 

Like  melting  gold  tin-  sk\  o Vihead. 

Athwart  the  iv< 

Surely  our  bark  is  piloted. 

For  this  is  the  enchanted  realm, 

:  i iry- palace  reared  by  sleep  ; 
Throi:  Id  chambers  glides  our  helm, 

And  in  our  wake  flaim-opaU  leap. 

I  need  but  lift  my  heavy  eyes 
To  South  or  North,  to  East  or  West, 

To  see,  as  at  my  bidding,  rise 

A  wave-charmed  island's  tufted  crest. 

Here  a  tall  headland  draped  with  I 

Pine-crowned  and  honey-<  omln-d  with  caves  ; 
There,  just  above  the  river's  urn, 

A  low,  soft  nest  of  grasses  waves. 

Now  narrowing  cliffs  inclose  our  prow, 
Fantastic  rocks  streaked  blue  and  rose  ; 

The  channel  eddies  s\\ift,-  and  now 
Broad  as  a  sea  tl.« 
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The  slender  ft]  fd, 

And  SM.IV  with  t»t  nous  grace, 

•  en  to  a  waltz  u»h« 

The  - <  -.  stal  floor  scarce  si 

Sot:  leaves  unfold, 

juccn  reclines, 
G  (.f  MIOU  ami  | 

Herr  'la's  island — !<>• 

Twixt  tree  and  cloud  still  Ariel  flies, 

Behind  the  hill,  l*yond  the  brook, 
The  win  <>rax  yet  lies. 

But  duke  ami  print  ess,  clown  and  seer, 
Have  voyaged  forth  to  other  seas, 

And  fathom  deep,  since  many  a  y< 
Are  buried  book  and  wand  and  keys. 

No  tihtxmed  grass  is  floating  t 

Along  our  smooth,  pcarl-paven  path, 
But  hidden  faces'  pale  *;: 

.\  mphs  and  iicreiiU  at  the  bath. 


Xatcr  Hmcncan 


(  )n  '  \vc  shall  find  in  sober  sooth 

IK.  in  some  clear  well-head  bubbling  up, 

The  fountain  of  eternal  youth 

To  brim  the  thirsty  pilgrim's  cup. 

Enchanted  world  !  enchanted  hour  ! 

Hail  and  farewell,  enchanted  stream, 
That  hast  the  unimagined  power, 

To  make  the  real  surpass  the  dream  ! 
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3ulic  flPatbillv  lippmann. 

•••   in   Itr.v  ',4.     The  poems  are  quoted  by 

special  peraiMiott  of  the  author.  ] 

Leaf. 

ere  leaf,  I,  'mid  manifold  mere  leaves  : 

-s  to  serve  Spring  at  the  start, 
When  -.In-  h.is  need  of  greenness,  and  recci 
The  littlest  blade  with  hospitable  heart. 

.Jit  things  win  a  welcome  where 
The  rule  is  no  thing  and  the  world  is  bare. 

M.i  ouUi  content  me  that  I  wrought 

.'Icrmcnt 

•'  lack  of  wonders— since  I  have  not  caught 
The  trick  of  beauty  nor  the  knack  of  scent, 
should  suffice  me  that,  in  brief, 
'Mid  manifold  green  leaves  I  am  a  leaf. 

And  so  it  would,  had  not  (in  that  dear  hour 
When  r.od  was  planning  roses,  and  had  dream 

of  framing  pure  perfection  in  a  tl 

To  ;  \\ith  i apt i.-  i  seem) 

Found  me,  naught  but  a  lowly  leaf1mK  th- 
*>$ 


later  Kmenean  poems. 

So  I  have  dreams  of  beauty  that  are  pain, 

And  Still  must  die. tin  them  on,  or  else  must  die — 
I  would  do  more  than  trrmble  to  tin-  rain, 

Or  flutter  to  the  bnc/c  that  brushes  by. 
1  am  a\\are  of  joys  which  U  the  c  hief— 

Hut  to  what  good,  since  I  am  but  a  !<• 

The  rose  and  I  were  born  of  one  stanch  root  ; 

We  twain  upon  one  stem  live  day  by  day  : 
She,  of  her  royal  rose-rights  in  pursuit, 

I.  for  what  meagre  ministries  I  may. 

O  Nature,  if  renascent,  I  were  fain 
Thou  make  me  dreamless — or  no  leaf  again  ! 
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3ulio  /is.itht^c  Itppnuinn. 
A  Song  Road. 

Come,  comrades  !  since  the  road  is  long 

•  l>y  tune  and  song, 
And  greeting  give  to  all  we  pass  :— 
To  white-of-head  ;  to  light -of- head  ; 
To  matron  grave,  and  laughing  lass  : 
Hurrah 

:it  path  and  m 

For  friends  we  greet,  for  foes  we  meet 
Id's  broad  higl. 

Tis  morning-break,  lithe  limbs  are  stn 
dreams  of  crime  and  guilt  and  wt 

.iiul  and  l<>vc  so-blind 
Are  wisdom-proof  and  folly-wise. 

<-t,  for  foes  we  meet 

•ontidc,  let  us  spend  an  hour 
Dream-drinking,  ere  we  lose  the  power. 
And  all  our  pleasure  disappears, 

.ind  blight  of  heart 
Have  sworn  the  goblet  smacks  of  tears. 


Xatcr  Bmcrican  poem*. 

Hurr.di  !  for  lane  and  by-way; 

For  distant  path  and  nigh-way; 

For  friends  we  greet,  for  foes  we  meet 
Along  the  world's  broad  hi^hu  a\  . 


Tis  night,  and  lo  !  foul  thieves  have 
The  weak  ones  here,  and  left  them  robbed 
Of  hope  and  faith  and  love  and  rest  — 
But  sure-of-soul  and  pure-of-soul 
Still  fold  their  treasure-,  to  their  breast  : 
Hurrah  !  for  lane  and  by-\\ 

For  distant  path  and  nigh-way  ; 
For  every  one  whose  journey's  done  — 
Who's  gained  the  distant  skyway. 
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HARRIET    MONROE. 


fcarnct  fl>onroc. 

iS6o.     Author  of  "  Valeria  and  other  Poem*"  (1892). 
MIM  Monroe  wr<  Ala  tunjj  at  the  dedication  of 

MMStofUM 

Committee 

rang  at  the  dedicatory  ceremonies  of  the  World'*  Columbian  Exposi- 
tion, on  the  400th  annivenary  of  the  discovery  of  America.] 

Origin  of  les. 

The  moon,  a  lady  robed  in  white. 
Rose  o'er  the  bos  •  sea 

And  whisiK-red:    !  >y  thy  might 

,  seize  me,  set  me  free 
ii  endless  bondage  to  ti 

The  brave  sea  rose  to  do  her  will, 

And  tossed  his  pale  anus  lu^h  in  air. 
The  deeps  responded  with  a  thrill 

shook  far  coasts  and  islands 
Yet  the  pale  maid  rose  higher  still. 

The  bold  surge,  wrestling  wr 

'1  hit  I    !  M:;:\    k:      •   -   '....  !;       ::;   -.   lift 

last  he  sighed:  Ah,  lady  sw. 
Thou  an  too  great  1     But  thou  sh 

My  heart  shall  rise  to  greet 
The  daily  dancing  of  thy  feet. 
O  109 


later  Smcrican  poems. 


Song  of  the  Air. 

Hush— hush  !    Ah,  whisper  low  ' 
Dost  thou  not  know 

Asleep  earth  li 
Nay— wake  her  not  !     She  li 
The  circling  spheres 
Sing  in  their  skies. 

I  love  her.     All  the  day 
I  ward  away 

The  sun's  fierce  scorn. 
All  night  I  sob  and  sing, 
And  cool  winds  bring 
To  soothe  the  morn. 

I  wrap  her  round  with  blue 
Her  lord  looks  through 

With  face  of  fire— 
With  blue  so  soft  and  pure 
She  can  endure 
His  passion  dire. 
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tuirnct  ASoncoe. 

And  whr  tit  sighs 

tids  arise 

1 •!>•   th.    J.u.  . 

When  she  is  sad,  soft  rains 

And  leave  her  (air. 

Ami  though  her  beauty  fall 
r.«  Math  .1  paH 

As  gray  as  death, 
Though  by  fierce  tempests  torn 
She  lies  forlorn, 
Weary  of  breath— 

I  come  with  footfall  soft 
And  lift  aloft 

robes  of  woe; 
Ami  hnin  1  lown 

I  bear  a  crown — 
The  shining  bow. 

Then  doth  she  ope  her  eyes 
In  glad  surprise, 

And  smile  to  see 
The  sun's  winged  troops  awake 
For  her  sweet  sake, 
Her  slaves  to  be. 
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later  Bmcrican  poem*. 

And  I,  I  lie  as  still 
As  nights  that  thrill 

With  dawns  unborn : 
I  waft  away  lu-r  tr.ir^ 
And  soothe  her  fears- 
Sweet  wraith  forlorn. 

So  hush  !     She  floats  to-night 
On  star  streams  bright; 

Her  woes  are  gone. 
The  sweet  moon  sings  to  her. 
No  leaf  shall  stir 
Until  the  dawn. 


212 


/ttonroc. 


Tin-    l-'nrtim.itc   ( ) 

Beside  her  ashen  hearth  she  sute  her  down. 
Whence  he  si 

;i!<tirn  pint  king  at  her  sombre  gown, 
And  callings'  for  the  dead. 

One  came  to  her  clad  in  the  robes  of  May, 
And  said  sweet  words  of  cheer, 

:»K  her  hear  her  burden  in  ( iod's  way, 
And  feel  her  loved  one  near. 

And  she  who  spake  thus  would  have  given,  thrice  blest, 

••s  of  happy  years, 

To  clasp  his  children  to  a  mother's  breast, 
And  weep  his  widow's  tears. 
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Ionise  (IhanMcr  flOoulton. 


[Born  at  Ponit  183$. 

StMCtcd  arc  .jui.Jot  with  t> 


A  HI. 

Roses  and  butterflies  snared  on  a  fan, 

All  that  iner  gone  ' 

Oh  swift  bright  wings  that  flashed  in  the  sun, 

And  loveliest  blossoms  that  bloomed  to  die  ; 

By  what  subtle  spell  did  you  lure  them  here— 

i  tig  a  beauty  that  will  not  change — 
Roses  whose  petals  never  u  ill  fall, 
Bright,  s  1  range? 

Had  you  owned  but  the  skill  to  snare  as  well 
The  swift- winged  hours  that  came  and  went, 

To  prison  the  words  that  in  music  - 
And  t-.\  with  a  spell  the  heart's  content, 

Then  had  you  been  of  magicians  the  ch 
And  loved  and  lovers  should  bless  your  art, 

If  you  could  but  have  painted  the  soul  of  the  tlun-. 
Not  the  rose  alone,  hut  the  rose's  he. > 
"5 


later  Smcncnn  pocm0. 

Flo\\n  arc  those  days  with  their  winged  delights, 
As  the  odor  is  gone  from  the  summer  rose  ; 

Yet  still,  whenever  I  wave  my  fan, 

The  soft,  south  wind  of  memory  blows. 


We  Lay  us  Down  to  Sleep. 

We  lay  us  down  to  sleep, 
And  leave  to  God  the  rest  ; 

Whether  to  wake  and  weep 
Or  wake  no  more  be  best. 

Why  vex  our  souls  with  care  ? 

The  grave  is  cool  and  low  ; 
Have  we  found  life  so  fair 

That  we  should  dread  to  go  ? 

We've  kissed  love's  sweet  red  lips, 
And  left  them  sweet  and  red  ; 

The  rose  the  wild  bee  sips 
Blooms  on  when  he  is  dead. 

Some  faithful  friends  we've  found, 
But  they  who  love  us  best, 

When  we  are  under  ground 
Will  laugh  on  with  the  rest. 
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No  task  have  we  begun 

i  hands  can  take  ; 

No  work  beneath  the  tun 

li  we  need  to  wake. 

Then  hold  us  fast,  sweet  Death, 
If  so,  it  set-met  h  best 

To  Him  ••••  :>  breath 

We  lay  us  down  to  sleep, 
Our  weary  eyes  we  close  ; 
to  wake  and  weep 
Or  wake  no  more,  He  knows. 


"  If  There  Were  Dreams  to  Sell.1 

If  there  were  dreams  to  sell, 
Do  I  not  know  full  well 

V.  h.it  I  would  bin 
Hope's  dear,  delusive  spell, 
Its  happy  tale  to  tell  — 

Joy's  fleeting  - 


Xatcr  Bmcncan  poems. 

I  would  be  young  again— 
Youth's  madding  bliss  and  bane 

I  would  recapture- 
Though  it  were  keen  with  pain, 
All  else  seems  void  and  vain 

To  that  fine  rapture. 

I  would  be  glad  once  more- 
Slip  through  an  open  door 

Into  Life's  glory — 
Keep  what  I  spent  of  yore, 
Find  what  I  lost  before — 

Hear  an  old  story. 

As  it  of  old  befell, 

Breaking  Death's  frozen  spell, 

Love  should  draw  nigh  :— 
If  there  were  dreams  to  sell 
Do  I  not  know  too  well 

What  I  would  buy  ? 
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A  Cry. 

0  wanderer  in  unknown  lands,  what  cheer? 
How  dost  thou  fare  on  1 1  <  HIS  way  ? 

it  strange  light  breaks  u{x>n  thy  distant  day, 
.ives  me  lonely  in  the  darkness  here? 
< »  l»ii!c  no  longer  in  rr  sphere, 

Though  all  Heaven's  cohorts  should  thy  footsteps  stay. 

<  ak  through  their  splendid,  militant  array, 
And  answer  to  my  call,  O  dead  and  dear ! 

1  shall  not  .  howsoc'cr  thou  come. 

Thy  coldness  will  not  chill,  though  Death  is  cold— 

A  touch  and  I  shall  know  thce.  or  a  breath  ; 
Speak  the  old,  »  -i  language,  or  be  dumb  . 

Only  come  l>.  near  me  as  of  old, 

So  thou  and  I  shall  triumph  over  Dea 
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[Bora  in  Maittchuicttft,  1845.     The  poens  selected  are  oaoted 
by  permission  of  arrangement  with  tin 

pabUaben,  lioughton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  Button.  ] 


Unattaincd 

Tired,  tired  and  spent,  the  day  is  almost  run, 

And  oh,  so  little  done  I 
Abovt  !  >cyond,  far  out  of  sight, 

H<  ht, 

I  know  the  distant  hills  1  should  have  trod, — 

Th<  <  ,od,— 

Lift  up  their  airy  peaks,  crest  over  crest, 
re  I  had  prcst 

itcring,  weary  feet,  had  strength  been  . 

1  found  i, 
Yet  once,  ah,  once,  the  place  where  now  1  stand, 

;>roiniscd  land 
Seemed  to  my  young,  rapt  vision,  from  afar. 

The  morning  star 
Shone  for  my  guidance,  beckoned  me  along, 

As  fresh  and  strong, 
And  all  untried,  untired  I  took  my  way 

At  break  of  day. 


later  Bmcncnn  poem*. 

.ith  looked  strewn  with  flowers,  in  that  white 

Each  distant  height 
Smiled  at  me  like  a  friend, — a  faithful  friend. 

Sure  that  the  end 
\\"<»uld  soon,  ah,  soon,  repay  with  sweet  redress 

All  weariness. 
Hut  when  the  time  wore  on,  and  in  the  bright 

And  searching  light 
Of  high  noon-day,  I  lifted  up  my  eyes, 

The  purple  dyes 
Through  which  I  had  descried  my  mountain  height, 

Had  vanished  quite. 
Then,  suddenly,  I  knew  that  I  did  stand 

Within  the  promised  land 
Of  youth's  fair  dreams  and  hopes  ;  but  with  a  thrill, 

that  still 
Above,  and  far  beyond,  far  out  of  sight, 

Height  over  height, 
Lifted  the  fairer  hills  I  should  have  trod, — 

The  hills  of  God! 
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ing  Down. 

O,  did  you  see  him  riding  down, 
And  riding  down,  \\lnlr  all  the  town 
Came  out  to  see,  cm :  >ec, 

And  all  the  bells  rang  mad  with  glee  ? 

Oh,  did  you  hear  those  bells  ring  out, 

out,  thr  people  shout, 
And  ditl  you  |j.  ;»eer  on  cheer 

That  over  all  the  bells  rang  clear? 

•  >u  see  the  waving  flags, 
The  fluttering  flax*,  the  tattered  flags, 
Red,  white,  and  blue,  si  !i  and  through. 

Baptized  with  buttle'-,  deadly  dew? 

And  did  you  hear  the  dn:  >eat, 

i uin's  gay  beat,  the  bugles  su 
The  cymbals  clash,  the  cannon's  crash, 

•  nd  flash  ? 

And  did  you  see  me  >cre, 

Just  waiting  there  and  watching  there, 
One  little  lass,  amid  the  mass 
That  pressed  to  see  the  hero  pass  ? 


later  Hmcnc.in  poem*. 

And  did  you  see  him  smiling  d«>\\n, 
And  smiling  down,  as  riding  diwn 
With  slowest  pace,  with  st.udy  grace, 
He  caught  the  vision  of  a  face, — 

My  face  uplifted,  red  and  white, 
Turned  red  and  white  with  sheer  delight, 
To  meet  the  eyes,  the  smiling  eyes, 
Out  flashing  in  their  swift  surprise  ? 

O,  did  you  see  how  swift  it  came, 
How  swift  it  came,  like  sudden  flame, 
That  smile  to  me,  to  only  me, 
The  little  lass  who  blushed  to  see  ? 

And  at  the  windows  all  along, 
O  all  along,  a  lovely  throng 
Of  faces  fair  beyond  compare, 
Beamed  out  upon  him  riding  there  ! 

Each  face  was  like  a  radiant  gem, 
A  sparkling  gem,  and  yet  for  them 
No  swift  smile  came,  like  sudden  flame, 
No  arrowy  glance  took  certain  aim. 

He  turned  away  from  all  their  grace, 
From  all  that  grace  of  perfect  face, 
He  turned  to  me,  to  only  me, 
The  little  lass,  who  blushed  to  see! 
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Has  any  one  teen  my  Fair, 
Has  any  one  *<  .u? 

Could  any  one  t«-!l  i 
And  uhiti. 

The  road  is  winding  and  long, 
many  a  turn  and  t 

•u Id  easy  go  wrong, 

Oreveroneth 

How  should  one  know  u 

^hould  one  NI.-.V.  my  Dear? 
•  dazzle  of  sun 
That  smites  like  a  golden  sp< 

ie  eyes  that  sa\ 

r  Miiile  that  beckons  you  near,— 
This  is  to  know  my 

'  to  know  my  Dear. 

Rough  and  bitter  as  gall 

The  Voice  that  suddenly  comes 

Over  t 

r  their  homes: 


Xatcr  Bmcncau  poem*. 
mow  full  well 

The  u.iy  your  i  nit: 

She  Ud  l.y  thr  way  of  Hell, 
And  into  its  torments  sent 

"The  boldest  and  bravest  here, 
Who  knew  nor  ^uilt  nor  ^uile, 
Who  knew  not  shadow  of 
Till  he  followed  that  beckoning  smile. 

"  Now  would  you  find  your  I 
Now  \\onld  you  find  your  Dear? 
(io,  turn  and  follow  her  where 
And  whither  she  went  from  here, 

"  Along  by  the  winding  path 
That  leads  by  the  old  sea-wall: 
The  wind  blows  wild  with  wrath, 
And  one  could  easily  fall 

"  From  over  the  rampart  there, 
If  one  should  lean  too  near, 
To  look  for  the  sunlight  hair 
That  smites  like  a  golden  spi 
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Homii-t   Under   II 

;  bonnet  under  her  « 
1  her  raven  rin, 
Hut  not  alone  in  the  silken 

.  floating  i 
.ri  under  her  chin, 
She  tied  a  young  man's  heart  within. 

They  were  strolling  together  up  the  hill, 

mes  blowing  00  hill. 

And  it  blew  the  «  <  e, 

All  over  the  happy  ;  »red  face, 

Till,  M-olding  ami  -iie-in  in. 

Under  her  beautiful  dimpled 

And  it  blew  a  col<  .is  the  bloom 

Oftl.  fuchsia's  tossi  i 

All  o\  : 

That  ever  imprisoned  a  url, 

Or,  tying  her  lx»in.  hin, 

.  a  young  man's  heart  within. 
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Steeper  «ind  steeper  grew  the  hill; 
Madder,  merrier,  chillier  still 
The  western  wind  blew  down,  and  plu 
ildest  tricks  with  the  little  maid 
As,  tying  her  bonnet  under  her  chin, 
She  tied  a  young  man's  heart  within. 

(  )  western  wind,  do  you  think  it  was  fair, 
To  play  such  tricks  with  her  floating  hair: 

idly,  gleefully  do  your  best 
To  blow  her  against  the  young  man's  bi  • 
Where  he  as  gladly  folded  her  in, 
And  kissed  her  mouth  and  her  dimpled  chin  : 

Ah  Ellery  Vane,  you  little  thought. 
An  hour  ago,  when  you  besought 
This  country  lass  to  walk  with  you, 
After  the  sun  had  dried  the  d- 
\Vhat  perilous  danger  you'd  be  in, 
As  she  tied  her  bonnet  under  her  chin  ! 
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i 

OVER  A  LITTLE  HEI 

Good  night,  pretty  sleepers  of  • 
1  never  shall  sec  you  a^ 

All  .  dew  nor  in  r.i 

In  your  sin  .;  dresses  of  v. 

With  the  MiM  bloom  you  gathered  to-day, 

:r  quiet  shut  h.,  the  lixht 

And  the  dark  you  will  wander  away. 

Though  no  graves  in  the  tree-haunted  grass, 

And  no  love  in  the  beautiful  sky 
Shall  t  you  \\-.\\  pass, 

this  kis>  through  these  tear  drops.    Coodby! 

2J9 


Xatcr  Bmcrican   poems. 

With  less  gold  and  more  gloom  in  their  hair. 
When  the  buds  near  h.m    f.ulcd  to  flowers, 

Three  faces  may  \\ak<   hen-  is  fair — 
Hut  older  than  yours  are,  by  houi 

Good-night,  then,  lost  darlings  of  mine. 

1  never  shall  see  you  again  : 
Ah,  never  in  shadow  nor  shine  ; 

Ah,  never  in  dew  nor  in  rain  ! 


Broken  Promi 

After  strange  stars,  inscrutable,  on  high  ; 

After  strange  seas  beneath  his  flowing  feet  ; 
After  the  glare  in  many  a  brooding  eye, — 

I  wonder  if  the  cry  of  "  Land  *  was  sweet  ? 

Or  did  the  Atlantic  gold,  the  Atlantic  palm, 

The  Atlantic  bird  and  flower,  seem  poor,  at  best, 

To  the  grey  Admiral  under  sun  and  calm, 
After  the  passionate  doubt  and  faith  of  qu< 
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.  and  blow,  l,|u-h  and  blow, 
ul  and  brier-rose,  if  you  will 
You  are  sweet  mmi-h,  I  ;. 
You  are  sweet  enough,  but  »l>. 

.  hidden  1 
There  is  something  sweeter 

C  oinr  .in.l  ,K..,  .  .nnr  .in«l  gO, 

r:nxl>t. 

You  a;  I  know,— 

You  arc  fair  en-  oh, 

ten  darkly,  hidden  low 
Lies  the  light  that  gave  you  light. 


CJwa  ©can  proctor. 


I  Born  a!   1  |*hirc.     The  pocmt  sclcc; 

.on  of  the  i-ectal  arrangement  with 

l,r,  pfclttMn,  HovltM,  Mifflin  A  <  a  .  Ba  ton  | 


The  Brooklyn    Bl 

A  granite  cliff  on  cither  shore  ; 

A  hi>;h\\.i>  poisctl  in  .1 
Above,  the  uli  itfic  roar; 

•lie  fleets  sail  fair  ;— 
re, 

The  sur^inx  (ides  of  ocean  p 
And  past  the  towets  t!  ;1 

And  \\iiuU  tin-  MM  «  !  >uds  bear. 


O  peerless  tlr  k  street, 

This  ro.t  pi  the  hi 

Up<  »ect, 

And  throng  its  grand  in 

To  east,  to  west,  v  -cst  feet, 

Though  ice  may  crash  and  hillows  beat, 

Though  l»lin«i 

Or  golden  bumnu 
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Sail  up  the  Hay  with  morning's  beam, 

Or  rocky  Hellgate  by, — 
Its  columns  rise,  its  cables  gleam. 

Great  tents  athwart  tin-  sk\  ! 
And  lone  it  looms,  august,  supreme, 
When,  with  the  splendor  of  a  dream. 
Its  blazing  cressets  gild  the  stream 

Till  evening  shadows  fly. 

By  Nile  stand  proud  the  pyramids, 
But  they  were  for  the  dead  ; 

The  awful  gloom  that  joy  forbid  >, 
The  mourners'  silent  tread, 

The  crypt,  the  coffin's  stony  lids,— 

Sad  as  a  soul  the  maze  that  thrids 

Of  dark  Amenti,  ere  it  rids 

Its  way  of  judgment  dread. 

This  glorious  arch,  these  climbing  towers, 

Are  all  for  life  and  cheer  ! 
Part  of  the  new  world's  nobler  dowers  ; 

Hint  of  millenial  year 
That  comes  apace,  though  evil  lo\\ 
When  loftier  aims  and  larger  powers 
Will  mould  and  deck  this  earth  of  ours, 

And  heaven  at  length  bring  near  ! 
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arch  the  chasm  dat 
Its  network  hang,  the  bli. 

A^  .;<••  HUIW  1:1  .1:1  ; 

!c  in  and  rrmore, 

The  surging  tides  of  ocean  pour, 
Ami  ;  ->oar 

And  c  sea-clouds  b< 


1  lrrn< 

The  winds  that  once  the  Argo  bore 

Ha  ;>tunc's  ruined  ->hnncs. 

And  hrr  hull  i>  •  •!  the  deep  sea-floor, 

:iCS. 

You  may  seek  her  crew  on  c 

.n  the  foam  of  Aegean  scan, 
But,  iv  .  no  charm  can  wile 

Jason  and  Orpheus  and  Hercules. 

'r tarn's  wail  is  heard  no  more 
By  v.  n's  sea-built  u 

Nor  great  Achilles,  stained  with  gore, 

G 
On  Ida's  mmi-  «w, 

But  Jove  has  ;  row  away. 

And  red  on  the  plain  the  poppies  grow 

Wru-rr  the  <  ,rcek  and  the  Trojan  fought  th.r 


Xatcr  Bmcrtcan  poems. 

Mother  Karth  !  Are  the  heroes  dead? 

I  )<)  they  thrill  the  soul  of  the  years  no  more? 
Are  the  gleaming  snows  and  the  poppii 
All  that  is  left  of  the  brave  of  yore  ? 
•heir  none  to  tight  as  Theseus  fought 

.11  the  young  world's  misty  <la\\n  ''. 
Or  to  teach  as  gray-haired  Nestor  taught  ? 
ber  Earth  !  Are  the  heroes  g« 

Gone  ?     In  a  grander  form  they  rise  ; 

Dead  ?    We  may  clasp  their  hands  in  ours  ; 
And  catch  the  light  of  their  clean 

And  wreathe  their  brows  with  immortal  flowers. 
Wherever  a  noble  deed  is  done 

Tis  the  pulse  of  a  Hero's  heart  is  stirred  ; 
Wherever  Right  has  a  triumph  won 

There  are  the  Heroes'  voices  heard. 

Their  armor  rings  on  a  fairer  field 

Than  the  (ireek  and  the  Trojan  fiercely  trod  ; 
For  Freedom's  sword  is  the  blade  they  wield, 

And  the  gleam  above  is  the  binile  of  <  - 
So,  in  his  isle  of  calm  delight, 

•n  may  sleep  the  years  away; 
For  the  Hero*  ifl  bright, 

And  the  world  is  a  braver  world  to-day. 
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llallimore.  Maryland.  \  Ilnnch  of  Mar ' 

A    llaiull 
year*  later 

cctal  arrangement  with  her  |>ut>li»her%,  lluughton 

A   Haunting   M» -m«> 

Id  rockets  blew  along  the  Ian 
The  tall  white  gentians  too  were  there  ; 

Of  blossoms  was  the  bramble  b.i 
And  toward  the  pasture  bars  below 
The  cows  wet  .  tinkling  s 

;h  the  sunset  flew  a  thr 
And  san .  song  he  k 

!  ched  on  a  ripening  elder  bush  ; 

•  s  due !) 

Sang  it,  and  ceas<  ••  it  there 

To  I.  i,  blade,  and  ^ 

Oh,  but  to  m..  \<nil 

words  were  wrought  for  grosser  stuff ; 
due, 

A  thing  to  think  on  \\hcn  twas  past, 


Xatcr  Bmcncnn  poem*. 

1  'he  l.id,  driving  his  cows  along, 

•<if  whistling  through  the  windy  grass  ; 
The  little  pool  the  shrubs  among 
Lay  like  a  bil  of  yellow  glass  ; 
A  window  in  the  farmhouse  old, 
Turned  westward,  was  of  Blaring 


I  have  forgotten  days  and  days, 

And  much  well  worth  the  holding  fast  • 
Yet  not  the  look  of  those  green  ways, 
The  bramble  with  its  bloom  long  past, 
The  tinkling  cows,  the  scent,  the  hush  — 
Still  on  the  elder  sings  that  thrush. 


Tell  Me  Some  Way. 

Oh,  you  who  love  me  not,  tell  me  some  way 
Whereby  I  may  forget  you  for  a  sj>. 
Nay,  clean  forget  you  and  your  lovely  face — 
Yet  well  I  know  h<>u  vain  tlm  j>ta\ci  I  pray. 
All  weathers  hold  you.     Can  I  make  the  May 
Forbid  her  boughs  blow  white  in  every  place  ? 
Or  rob  June  of  her  rose  that  comes  apace  ? 
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Cheat  Mths  and  gray  ? 

Aye,  *  tad,  you  could  i  rtfot: 

So  sparse  the  1.  is>  tltc  lanes  would  he  ; 

sweetness  out  the  briery  hedges  fled  ; 
you  had  loved  me  t 
And  bitterer  tears  ti  >m  me  ; 

.;,  you  break  my  heart,  so  would  you  dead  ! 


Rachd. 

No  days  th.it  d.iwn  .  .in  •  her 

The  days  before  her  house  was  bare  ; 

Sweet  was  the  ••  •  with  th- 

Of  young  fet^ 

Once  she  was  u  -  h  small  cares, 

in. ill  h.n  t^  to  her  knees  ; 

Now  is  she  po<  -\^t  bears 


I  V 


later  Smcncnn  poems. 


April    \\Yathrr. 

Oh,  hush,  my  heart,  and  take  thine  ease, 

For  here  is  April  weather  ! 
The  daffodils  beneath  the  trees 

all  a-row  together. 

The  thrush  is  back  with  his  old  note  ; 

The  scarlet  tulip  blowing  ; 
And  white— ay,  white  as  my  love's  throat — 

The  dogwood  boughs  are  growing. 

The  lilac  bush  is  sweet  again  ; 

Down  every  wind  that  passes, 
Fly  flakes  from  hedgerow  and  from  lane  ; 

The  bees  are  in  the  grasses. 

And  Grief  goes  out,  and  Joy  comes  in, 

And  Care  is  but  a  feather  ; 
And  every  lad  his  love  can  win, 

For  here  is  April  weather. 
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•  at  ralait,   M  I,     Puct   and  norclut.     The  poem 

•elected   U  quotr  iuihor   ami    by  *pccial 

ml  wUh  her  pvbUshera,  Houghton,  M.fflin  \  Co  .  Horton.) 


Thr    Lonely  ( ira\ 

Blood-red  the  roses  blossom  in  the  dell, 

>osky  place  where  once  the  battle  fell  ; 
I  .ill  I  'asses  grown  since  then,  and  rank 

The  ferns,  fed  with  the  ghastl  >•  drank. 

O  sweet,  sweet,  sweet  these  roses  of  the  South  . 
lilies  1)1«  ith  ; 

:.i|><-.  whose  bunches  everywhere 

uner  air ; 

Sweet  the  K rr.it  orange  boughs  and  jasmine  flowers 
In  dawn  and  dusk  through  all  »urs 

•  troop  across  the  hidden  grave's  low  swell 
the  palmetto  stands,  a  semi: 

-none  care  for  it,  none  know 
ho  all  these  seasons  sleeps  I- 
the  heedless  hunter  pauses  il. 
.;ht  some  uinK  ih.u  quixers  in  the 
the  presence  of  an  ancit 
ts  about  the  unknown  sput  in 
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Only  the  noonday  sunshine  roim-s  ;  the  rain  ; 
The  golden  moons  al>.»\r  it  \\.ix  and  \\.i 

wild  deer  cnuirh  1><  s1(lr  it,  and  the  snake 
(ilituis  and  slips  alon^  l>cneath  tli 
\\  hile,  in»m  the  dagger-tree  the  bubbling  song 
Of  mocking-birds  makes  music  all  night  long. 

Hut  far  on  northern  hills  a  woman  gr<--. 

The  sadder  with  each  gust  the  south  wind  blows  ; 

A  mother  listens,  and  with  eager  ears 

The  step  long  hushed  in  c\< -i\  footfall  h- 

And  friends,  flower  laden,  in  a  martial  rout 

Among  the  fortunate  graves  go  in  and  out. 

Ah,  if  to-day  one  violet  fell  here, 

One  bluebell  dropped  its  heaven-holding  t( 

One  homely  door-stone  blossom  shed  its  breath, 

Less  desolate  with  the  despair  of  death, 

For  all  the  song,  the  splendid  glow  and  gleam, 

This  lush-leaved  covert  of  the  dead  would  seem  ! 

Yet,  on  this  sole  day  of  the  waiting  ye 
Since  love  with  its  dear  tribute  comes  not  n< 
Its  shadow  steals  through  the  green  under-gloom 
To  scatter  armfuls  of  pale  myrtle  bloom, — 
A  dark  shape,  crooning  o'er  the  lonely  grave, 
The  wildly-tuned  thank-offering  of  the  slave. 
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lurru-t   prcecott  Spoffci 
•r  strange  boughs  move  and  strange  wings 
•csts  upon  his  aims  who  died  for  her. 
unegranatc  bu 

the  nil  t" 

Because  he  died,  her  children  arc  her  own  ; 
white  soul  hat  grou 

Because  he  sleeps  bcne.it h  an  alien  sod 
c  in  fuller  sunlight  answers  God. 
O  sweet  the  bosky  dell  in  sun  ami 

the  low  wind  lh.it  ctcr; 
O  sweet,  sweet,  »wcet  tht-M-  t.-scs  «»f  the  South, 

•rath  of  the  rain-lilies'  h<  >uth  ; 

Sweet  the  bird's  song  across  the  Ion 
But  sweeter  still  the  blessings  of  the  sla 
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.  U  the  I-  TU«|C    Hloolc,  horn  in  Dresden, 

1850  with  hrr  | 
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Night  After  Ni-ht 


Ni^ tit  y  embark 

On  slumber's  stream,  ID  whose  dark  waves  are  drowned 
Sorrow  and  care,  and  with  all  senses  Inn 

Ofth.it  full.  ht.iniltl.uk 

Called  life,— ><  •  fear,  and  kn< 

Lost  consciousness  shall  be,  even  at  the  sound 
c  first  warble  of  some  r 

:il>c.im.      Oh,  and  why  not  thru 
•  our  last  sleep  -.till  tuiMinx  Hun 
<1  us  so  oft  through  shadow  dun, 
UK'  somewhere  on  our  sense  again 
Some  lark's  sweet  note,  some  golden  beam  shall  break, 
Ami  utih  ,;Ud  voices  cry. 


poem*. 


mpensation, 

"  I.«. id.  I  am  wear)'  !"  cried  my  soul.     "The  sun 

I-  time  upon  my  path,  and  sore  the  weight 
Of  smarting  burdens  ;  ere  the  goal  be  won 

thou  help,  dear  Lord  !"  and  straight 
My  fainting  heart  rose  bravely  up,  made  st 
To  bear  its  cross  :  God  granted  me  a  song  ! 

"  Lord,  I  am  conquered  !  Ceaseless,  night  and  da 

A  thousand  cruel  ills  have  hedged  me  round, 
Till  like  a  stag  the  hounds  have  brought  to  bay 
My  stricken  heart  lies  bleeding  on  the  ground  |" 
When  lo  !  with  new-found  life  my  soul,  made  si 
Spurned  all  its  foes  :  God  granted  me  a  song  ! 

"  Lord,  I  am  dying  !  Earth  and  sea  and  sky 

Fade  and  grow  darl  r  all,  the  end 

Wrings  from  my  breaking  heart  a  feeble  sigh 
For  this  poor  world,  not  overmuch  its  friend  : 
Hut  suddenly  with  immortal  power  made  strong 
My  soul,  set  free,  sprung  heavenward  in  a 
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WM  bum  at  Portsmouth. 

•ctl  are 
quoted  by  »|tctrial  }>cnmv»ini  >%ton.) 

The  S.uul  1'ij 

Across  the  narrow  beach  we  Hit, 

One  little  sand-pipci  and  1  . 
And  fast  1  K->t!>< T, 

The  scattered  drift-wood,  bleached  and  dry. 
The  wild  waves  reach  their  hands  for  it, 

The  wild  M  n  he  tide  runs  high, 

As  up  and  down  the  beach  we  flit, 

One  little  sand-piper  and  I. 

Above  our  heads  the  sullen  clouds 

cross  the  ri 
LiU'  M.sts  in  misty  >ln«'uds 

«l  out  the  white  li^l 
Almost  as  far  as  < 

I  see  the  clos« 
As  fast  »K  the  lx 

One  little  sand-piper  and  1. 


later  Hmcncan  poem*. 

I  wat»  h  him  as  he  skims  aim. 

Uttering  Ins  s  \\rrt  and  mournful  cry  ; 

its  not  at  my  fitful  song, 
Or  flash  of  fluttering  di.i 
He  has  no  thought  of  any  wr- 

ans  me  with  a  fearless  - 

Staunch  friends  arc  wre,  well-tried  and  strong, 
This  little  sand-piper  and  I. 

Comrade,  where  wilt  thou  be  to-ni^ht, 

When  the  world  storm  breaks  furiously? 
No  drift-wood  fire  will  burn  so  bright — 

To  what  warm  shelter  canst  thou  fly  ? 
I  do  not  fear  for  thee,  though  wroth 

The  tempest  rushes  through  the  sky  ; 
For  are  we  not  God's  children  both, 

Thou  little  sand-piper  and  I  ? 


O  Tell  Me  Not. 

O,  tell  me  not  of  heavenly  halls, 
Of  streets  of  pearl  and  gates  of  gold, 

Where  angel  unto  an^-el  - 

'Mid  splendors  of  the  sky  untold. 
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My  hum.  t  would  !>.!•  k'A.n.l  turn 

ir  ratth, 

To  *  f.h  tirrs  burn, 

To  catch  its  songs  of  care  or  mirth. 

I'd  lean  ft. 

fire 
lull  and  field  began  to  , 

;-le  of  the  ; 
The  Mimmcr  :m, 

•  w  sing  again 
;  ile-eyed  cherul 

I  cat  •  •  ics  are  ! 

Content  :  Inings 

To  watch  thr  «!  . 

i  rings. 

in  life's  « 

lie, 
Tin  >c  dim,  awful  gate* 

To  fin  *'ain, 

long  day 
To  tell  my  grateful  1« •• « .     \\\\\ .  i! 

ivcn  and  earth  might  pass  au 
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i  $54.     The  |*  K-IIIS  selected  are  quoted 
special  |-criiu --I..H  .,!    :l.  I   the  constiM  of  her 

n.  | 


Augur\ 


A  horseshoe  nailed,  for  luck,  upon  a  mast  : 

That  mast,  wave- bleached,  upon  the  shore  was  cast 

I  saw,  and  thence  no  fetich  \  revered, 

.  steered. 


The  place  with  rose  ant!  .is  o'crgrown. 

Sorrow  held  it  for  t! 

A  garden  then  .1  sou  ir,  — 

Sowed  fennel,  yet  lived  Kricricss  nil  the  year. 


in. 

Brave  lines,  lon^  life,  did  my  friend's  hand  «: 

' 

Once  more  in  !UN  I  i- 


c i  ilmciitan  poem*. 


On  the  Eve  of  Sleep. 

What  is  softer  than  two  snowflakcs  meeting 

In  a  windless  fall  of  inc 
What  U  lighter  than  a  down-hall  sinking 

<  >n  .»  still  stream's  polished  flow  ? 
»ther  than  the  liquid  circle  spread  i 

From  the  swallow's  touch-and-go? — 

Oh,  softer,  lighter,  smoother,  is  the  first  approach  of  Sleep  ! 
(Yet  guard  us  in  that  moment,  lest  thy  boon  we  may  not  keep  !) 

What  is  stiller  than  two  blossoms  kissing 

Charily  with  petal-tips  ? 

•rr  than  the  dewdrop  that  their  kissing 

Doth  unsphere — and  down  it  slips? 
What  is  dimmer  than  the  night-moth  groping 

For  the  lily's  nectared  lips  ?- 

Oh,  stiller,  sweeter,  dimmer,  is  the  first  appi  ^leep  ! 

(Yet  guard  us  in  that  moment,  lest  thy  boon  we  may  not  keep !) 

What  i>  subtler  than  the  clues  that  tighten 

Round  the  dancing  midge's  win. 
Shyer  than  the  bird  its  nest  concealing, 

As  aloof  it  flits  and  sin 

2,2 


EMtb  /fc.uilM   Chomae. 

Closer  than  tl.  •••!  •  hamber 

.:*?— 

itxlcr,  shyer.  <  loser,  is  the  firat  approach  of  Sleep  ! 
(Yet  guard  UN  in  tin:  .ich  thy  vi- 

What  is  M  m  the  moonlight  mulling 

•h  the  re.i 

\V:  !il  hath  pressed? 

Dearer  than  the  brooding 

On  the  face  it  lov« 

Oh,  v  tin-  first  approach  of  Sleep  ! 

(Oh.  guard  ut  in  that  moment,  leil  w 


Tli  1. 


.  At-lls  upon  the  fountained  1.- 
1  by  the  !)io.i  d  flow  ; 

!  not  breathe  t  .clow, 

:iat  \\  rap 

•  en, 

There  long  delays  the  wistful  afterglow  ; 
Above  her  gleams  the  foun; 

ath  are  forests  all  the  twelvemonth  gr< 
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She  d\\  :  yet  still  the  river  sings 

What  she  has  sung  above  its  cradle  br 
I  look,  and  lo  !  the  swarthy  current  bn 

An  .tlpine  bloom  slipped  through  her  tin-<-is  white 
Hut  not  until  the  n  their  -  prints 

May  any  gift  of  mine  achieve  her  height. 


The  Grasshopper. 

Shuttle  of  the  sunburnt  grass, 
Fifer  in  the  dun  cuirass, 
Fifing  shrilly  in  the  morn, 
Shrilly  still,  at  eve  unworn  ; 
Now  to  rear,  now  in  the  van, 
Gayest  of  the  elfin  clan  :  - 
Though  I  watch  their  rustling  flight, 
I  can  never  guess  aright 
Where  their  lodging-places  are  ; 
'Mid  some  daisy's  golden  star, 
Or  beneath  a  roofing  leaf, 
Or  in  fringes  of  a  sheaf, 
254 


TMtil&a  Cberruw. 

Tenanted  at  soon  as  bound  ! 
Loud  '  'h  Miumi, 

it  laid  asleep, 

An. I  licr  dreams  are  passing  deep. 
On  in  -t  afternoons  ; 

And  through  all  the  harvest  moons — 
Ni^lr  !  up  with  lumcyrtl  peace, 

•i  cease ! 

ics,  thou  art  dead— 
We  along  the  stubble  tread, 
On  blue,  frozen  morns,  and  note 

••.isl  murmur  is  afloat  ; 
Wondrous  still  our  fields  arc  then, 
of  the  cllin  men  ! 


Wetherell,  James  Elgin     (ad.) 
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